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AU with a twist.. 


Wherever | belong.. 


Somewhere in 934.. 


Our convoy of seven people had traveled for a week and now we were stepping into dangerous territory full of 


looters and outsiders who preyed on travelers. No man's land. Someone could be watching us right at this 
moment.. | shivered at the thought and pulled the hood deeper, hiding my face. My eyes slid over my leather 
clad legs, stopping on a visibly heavy money bag on my belt, and | pulled on the side of my cape, covering 
myself completely. 


At the last outpost of my country Meg and | had changed into men's clothing, hoping that a party of armed 
men would look less attractive to robbers, but there were only seven swords.. seven against how many? The 
stories of an old soldier who made his way through this territory, and the groups of a few dozed armed 
Hungarian outlaws he always spoke of surfaced in my mind and | gripped the harness of my horse tighter. May 
the Gods be with us.. 


All | needed was to reach my destination and then.. then | can secure this land, bring prosperity back to my 
kingdom and restore my father's legacy. It's my duty, my pride. | have to help my people in honor of my 
father.. as much as | don't want to marry someone I've never met.. someone much older than me.. | have to.. 


for father. | sighed and let my mind wander to the past. 


My father was a great King, and a great man. He trained me in sword fighting and hunting, and raised me with 
the belief that women and men are equal. The belief that wasn't common beyond the borders of our land, it 


wasn't common in our country either, until my father met my mother. Beautiful, smart, full of fire and pride 


daughter of the blacksmith. 


He was a young, hotheaded King when he saw her for the first time. She was helping her father to deliver the 
swords to the castle. After my father tried a few of them, he stated that they weren't up to his standards. 
The blacksmith bowed down, apologizing for his poor work, but his daughter stepped forward, looked right into 
King's eyes and said that the swords only as good as the hand that handles them. The deed was so outrageous, 
so bold, that everyone drew quiet in shock My father stepped forward and asked her to prove it, raising his 
sword up to her. She won that fight, and his heart. 


My eyes slid to the handle on my sword, fingers outlining the scripture on the silver. ‘Ex aequo' - from the 
equal. Father gave this sword to my mother on the day of their marriage. The story of their love was a fairy 
tale | grew up listening to, and it shaped my dreams that one day | would meet the love of my life, the one 
who would love and respect me as equal. | never thought it could be any other way. | looked ahead and sighed, 
remembering the events that led me into this trip. 


To my father's disappointment my brother Nicholas was the complete opposite of me. He loved the comfort of 
the castle, loved royal attention, loved and was great at manipulating people into doing what he wanted using 
lies and deception. He didn't show interest in warfare, political or economical decisions, he dreaded lessons in 
sword fights, and always had an excuse not to join father in his trips. Nevertheless, he was the first born 
with the rights to the crown, and he was waiting for it impatiently. 


The dark days started after father died in a hunting accident. My always lethargic twin managed to move fast, 
and before our father's body was buried he took complete control of the army. He killed and replaced the 


commanders loyal to me and my father with his people, making sure | had no support to overthrow him. In the 
two years of my sibling's ruling, our land slid into poverty. Everything that my father worked so hard to 
achieve for his people perished at the hands of his son. Nicolas’ partying and foolish war plans tripled taxes and 
our people were struggling to keep their farms. | tried to reason with him, but he wasn't listening. Instead he 
found a way to get rid of me, announcing throughout the land that Alexia of Chersoness was ready for 


marriage. 


| wasn't ready to give up, declining proposals, but as time went on my brother changed from trying to 
convince me that | needed to seek my own crown, to flat out ‘this is my kingdom, and you have no place here: 
He grew more impatient as rumors of our people growing more angry with the new ruler reached the castle. 
Many people wanted to see me in my brother's place and that was when my life changed for the worst. My 
home became a prison, my brother's people were following me everywhere, making sure | wasn't conspiring 
with anyone. All | had left was five of my personal guards, and Meghan, my Lady in waiting by title, and my 


best friend since | could even remember. 


The messenger from Otto the First came on the day when | had finally decided that a peaceful way of getting 
my father's legacy back was out of the question | needed a strong ally. The King of Germany was cruel, old, 
and had the reputation of a monster, but he had something | desperately needed, he had a big army. He was 
looking to expand his kingdom to the Maggior Sea and needed me as much as | needed him, it was nothing more 


than a political union. 


That was what | thought when | accepted his proposal.. the last thing on my mind was the fact that | would 


have to share a bed with that man.. | breathed in and out, trying to push down a strong wave of nausea. 


| never thought that | would have to do something like that. My father always told me that he wanted me to 
be happy, he even put that in the rules of our country. | had the right to name my husband to be, | was free 
to love and be loved. But this was my chance to help my people, the only one | could see. Is a scarifies of one's 


happiness too big of a price for the happiness of thousands? 


| sighed and tried to shake the heavy thoughts out of my mind, unconsciously seeking much needed 
encouragement, my eyes stopped on my friend's figure. Meg turned, as if she felt my gaze, and smiled. At 
least l'm not alone.. | smiled back and turned to the road ahead, raising my chin and hitting the sides of my 
horse, speeding it up. | can do it, | have to.. there is no other way. 


Suddenly, the road darkened, falling out of focus, everything around me moved, changing, and melting. Weird 
shapes, bright colors, strange noises, loud, pounding, and strange music filled my surroundings, making me 
freeze in the saddle. | heard voices, someone was talking and laughing right next to me. My head spun, making 
me shiver, and | tried to cling to my horse, but instead of the horse | was sitting at a table made of some 
unknown material. How did |..° The lights blinked, reflecting in the strange see-through cups that looked like 
they were made out of the air itself. What is this magic? | reached to one of them and as my fingers touched 
the cold, shiny edge the blood rushed away from my face in terror. It's REAL??! My lips parted, but the 


scream got stuck somewhere in my tightened in fear throat. 


Meg's hand pulled on my shoulder, but my body refused to move, as if someone was holding it in an iron grip. 


Her voice flew from the side and her words finally reached my petrified mind. 


"Alex? Whats wrong?" Her face became more focused, and it was different. The room darkened and started to 
spin, the voices and music stopped. The vision was gone as fast as it appeared Meg's face was back to normal 


too. 
"Are you okay?" Her hand moved on my shoulder. 


"Meg did you see that?" | looked around but all | saw was just a dirt road, cutting through the forest. No 


music, no voices, just sounds of hooves hitting the ground and the soft whisper of leaves in the wind. 


"See what?" My friend's eyes were scanning my face. | felt my heart pounding somewhere in my temples, 
hands tightly gripping the harness. | was the only one witnessing it? But why? And how?Meg's voice brought 
my attention back to her. 


"Alex you're so pale! What did you see?" 
| felt chills slowly creeping down my spine with the memory of an unknown place. 


"l. | don't know.. | think.. I'm fine... l.. | just got lightheaded.. | feel better now.." 


"We need to stop and set up camp, the sun is almost at the horizon anyway and moving in the darkness in this 
place is foolish." Meg let go of my shoulder and kicked her horse, riding ahead to the head of our guards. Vlad 


nodded to her and sent two soldiers in search of a suitable area for the night. 


As the camp grew quiet, | pulled the covers over my body and my mind returned to the earlier events. The 
things | saw and heard.. why did no one notice anything? What was it? A day dream? A vision? No.. It felt real, 
too real.. My mind searched for any reasonable explanation of what happened, but nothing could explain it. | 
remembered the brightly lit room, full of strangely dressed people. Those strong colors, the smooth surface 
under my fingers.. the music that was coming from nowhere, blinking with bright lights... One thing | was sure 


of, whatever it was, it wasn't of this world. With that thought | slowly drifted into dreams. 


The terrifying huge round eyes were moving fast toward me and the loud roar of the beast shook the air, 
almost deafening me. | couldn't take my eyes off the approaching monster, completely paralyzed with fear. 
Another loud roar burst through the night, and | gripped at my throat. Something pulled under my fingers, 
giving up and falling apart as Meg's hand gripped into my shoulder. Her face was twisted in horror, her mouth 
opened up to release a scream, but it drowned in another blood chilling howl from the beast. | came out of the 


stupor reaching for my sword, which | had laid by my side before going to sleep, but it wasn't there.. 


"Alex! Wake up!" Meg's hands shook me by my shoulders. "Come on! Wake up!" 


My hand gripped the handle of the familiar cold metal and | raised it in front of me, sitting up and opening my 
eyes to the silent darkness. Quiet summer night, the moon shyly peeking from behind the clouds, and the fire 


hungrily crackling on the wood. No monster... 
"It was a just a dream. on thank Gods.." | lowered my sword, feeling my body shiver. 
"What did you see?" Meg looked very concerned. 


"l. | don't know.. it was.. a monster.. I've never seen anything like it.. it had huge glowing eyes .. brighter than 
the moon, it was roaring so loud!" | moved wet locks of my hair off my neck and breathed in, trying to calm 


down. The wet undershirt clung to my still shaking body, blood loudly pulsating in my temples. 


"You're all wet and shaking! Let me get you some fresh clothes." Meg stood up and ran to the bags with our 
clothing. 


What's happening to me? Was it another vision or just a nightmare brought on by the vision? | slowly raised 
my hand and wiped drops of sweat off my forehead. Something slid down my chest, falling lower to my 
stomach and | reached under my shirt, pulling out a small gold cross. The heat wave rose up, hurried by my 
heart which jumped in horror. The image of the beast rose in my memory, my hand gripping my throat, 
something ripping.. A cold flash followed by another hot wave, and | threw the cross down, backing up from it. 
It's not mine! It came from there, from that nightmare! What is this witchcraft?! 


My head spun, hazing up my mind, and | gripped at my temples. What's happening to me? 


"Here, you'll feel better when you change into nice clean clothes. | just wish we could find some water to wash 
all that sweat off" Meg dropped down on her knees by me. "Hey! We'll go to that lake we saw in the woods! 
The water always calms you down, it will help you to forget your nightmare. What do you say?" 


| raised my face to her and nodded. As | stood up, my eyes caught a glimpse of the shiny cross on the 
ground, and | grabbed my sword. Who knows what else could happen, better be prepared. 


Meg said a few words to the soldier on guard and we were on our way to a small lake in the depths of the 
woods. As we walked, my mind slowly let go of the nightmarish images and | even convinced myself that the 
cross wasn't real, just part of the dream. By the time we reached our destination, my mind was back to 


normal. 


The inviting waters, sparkling in the moonlight, made me speed up my movements in need to wash off the 
sticky reminder of my nightmare and | felt my body shiver and relax in the refreshing cooling embrace of the 
lake. Swimming helped me to clear my head, and my mind let go of the horrific images. | swam to the middle of 
the lake and spread my arms and legs, lowered into the water to cover my ears, and let water hold me afloat. 
No sounds, just the stars in the sky and their reflection in the lake all around me, as if | drifted between 


them.. between the worlds... in beautiful silence.. 


For the first time since my father's death | felt at peace. For a moment | forgot all about my visions and my 
worries, letting thoughts about the uncertain future dissolve into the water. | wish | could stay here forever, 


just melt into nature.. just be this cold lake.. with no duty.. no country.. no responsibilities.. be free.. 


| felt movement in the water by me and Meg's hand gripped my arm, making me rise up. The real world came 
back with the distant sound of swords slamming together in a fight, followed by screams of death. We swam 
to the shore and hid by the roots of the fallen tree, trying to dress as quickly as possible, but before we 
were ready the noises had stopped. A distant horse's neighs, followed by galloping hooves, and then all became 
quiet. 


There were no sounds, no one was looking for us, just silence. Deafening, chilling, dead silence. We carefully 
made our way back to the camp ground only to find dead bodies of our guards. The luggage and horses were 


gone, all we had left was what we had on us. We were alone, two young women in the middle of barbarian land. 
"Alex.. what are we going to do now?" Meg turned to me. 
"| don't know.. | just don't know.. | guess we can try to go as planned." There was no where else to go, there 


was no other choice for me. | won't go back to be a prisoner of my brother, who was probably celebrating, 


the whole kingdom was his. The only way | could return was at the head of an army. 


With eyes full of tears and hearts breaking at the thought that we couldn't honor our fallen guards with a 
proper burial fire, Meg and | made our way through the woods, leaving our destroyed camp. Once again | was 
questioning my decision. My plan just brought death to five soldiers.. how many more will die when Otto"s 
army marches over this land? Will Chersoness surrender without a fight? They would to me, the soldiers know 
and trust me.. As my guards trusted me.. and now.. now I've left them behind. | felt a tear running down my 
cheek and wiped it off, lifting my chin up. I'll get to my destination, take my country back and restore 
prosperity over my land. Their death would not be a worthless loss. Please Gods, give me a sign that l'm on 
the right path. | raised my eyes to the sky, but all | could see were the dark crowns of the silent trees. 


Soon the forest brought us to a small meadow and as were just about to cross it, sounds of horse hooves 
made us freeze. Distant snorting changed to loud neighs and to our disbelief three of our fully harnessed 
horses came running from the opposite side on the meadow. Meg stepped forward, whistling and all three of 
them stopped, knitting their ears before happily following the familiar call. | looked up, smiling gratefully at the 


stars in the now open to my view sky. 


The next day, Meg and | covered a lot of land, barely stopping to rests. But soon we had no choice but to 
start thinking of a place to stay for the night. The darkness was catching up with us, the horses were tired 
and needed rest and water. We had to comeback to the road in hope that it would lead us to a farm where we 


could safely stay for the night, but instead it brought us to a two story crossroads inn. 


The risk of us being recognized as women without escort was great, but a night in the forest alone was more 
dangerous. We stopped our horses, not sure what to do, but before we made our decision, it was made for us. 
The wind rose up, bringing clouds of dust up in the air, the sky lit up and shook under Thor's hammer, sending 
heavy rain drops down, and we hurried our horses under the cover of the tavern's roof. A night outside in 


the storm was out of the question. 


A young stable boy took the reins or our horses and | held my breath, but he barely looked at us, waiting for 
us to dismount, then took the coin | handed to him with a ‘thank you sir' and | relaxed, turning to Meg. Her 
face was covered in smudges of wet dust, as mine probably was. Our hair were tucked under the capes, 
making the womanly length of curly locks unreadable. The sides of the capes were wrapped over our shoulders, 
properly hiding all unmanly curves. Add to that a cover of mud on our boots, which made them a few sizes 


bigger and you'll see two young and tired messenger boys. 


We gave each other encouraging smiles, and walked through the door. A few men at the bar turned to look at 
the newcomers and after finding nothing of interest, quickly returned to their business. We ordered food, 
relived that the waiter didn't notice anything suspicious and made our way to the table that was partially 
hidden under the stairs. 


"Don't forget that we're playing men, so our voices should be as low as possible." | whispered to Meg. 
"We hardly look like men, more like boys.” She lowered her head to me. 


The next small party of customers drew more interest and we had time to look around, making sure no one 
was paying attention to us. Most of the men in here were local farmers, judging by their simple clothing. There 
were a few groups of travelers, but none of them looked suspicious or intimidating. A group of gypsies were 
playing violins and dancing by the bar, too busy enjoying themselves. My eyes continue to travel and stopped 
on the man at the corner table. He looked asleep, his head was resting on the wall behind him, eyes closed. He 
had black curly hair and was dressed in middle class clothes, but there was something about him that drew 
my attention 


As the waiter cleaned the plate off his table, he brushed the corner of man's cape and it slid to the side, 
showing the silver pommel of a sword. | immediately tensed up, but the stranger didn't move, seeming to be 


deeply asleep, and by the looks of it he was alone. | let myself relax, Turning my attention to the food. 


The waitress refilled my water cup, winking at me, and | lowered my face to hide a smile. If only she knew.. She 
misread my move for a young boy's shy reaction and laughed loudly, walking away. | took a big sip of my drink 
and almost choked with the late realization that it wasn't water. The burning liquid hit my throat, making me 


jump up with a scream. 
“That's so strong!" 


The air around me fell silent, and everyone in the tavern turned our way. | froze in place, wishing | was 


invisible. We're so dead.. 


The man from the corner table quickly got up and walked towards us, growling. "| was waiting here for you 


lazy bastards to get my room ready, and you decided to have a drink?! Get back to work, | don't pay you to 
party!" 


He grabbed my neck and pulled me to him, whispering into my ear. "This is no place for ladies.. just play along, 


unless you want to give these guys a chance to realize who you really are." 


He squeezed my arm in an iron grip and pulled me to the stairs. Meg gave me a quick look full of fear and 


followed us. The stranger opened his room and pushed us in, closing the door. 


"Do you have any idea what would've happened in there if those men knew?" He made himself comfortable on 


the chair. 
"Thank you sir." Meg's voice sounded shaky. 


"My name is Kirk, you don't have to be afraid of me, | love helping damsels in distress." His face lit with a 
beautiful smile. "So what's your story?" 


Meg and | looked at each other, something in the open face of that man made us trust him, or maybe it was 
just our desperation and his willingness to help. | gave Meg a nod and she stepped forward. 


"This is Lady Alexia of Chersones, and my name is Meghan, or just Meg." 


Kirk's eyebrows rose and he quickly stood up, lowering to one knee. "My Lady.. Miss Meg.. forgive me for my 


behavior.. | didn't realize..." 

"Please, your fast thinking saved us, there is nothing to apologize for! We're in your dept!" | didn't let him 
finish, motioning for him to get up. "We would be grateful if you'd be willing to help us further, not for free of 
course.” 


"If you don't mind me asking first, why are you traveling without guards?" 


| sighed, sitting down on the bed and gaving Meg a nod to start our story. When she finished, our new friend 
got up from his chair. 


"| would be honored to help you Ladies, but it's a long and dangerous trip and if you don't mind, I'd like to invite 
my friend to join us. Two swords are always better than one, plus he knows this land like the back of his hand." 


Under the cover of the early morning fog we snuck out from the tavern, unnoticed by anyone, and an hour 
later arrived at a small hunter's house. | undid the closure of my cape and walked inside, while Meg stayed 
behind to help Kirk with our horses. My hands just rose up to lower my hood, when | heard a light snoring. | 
quickly turned to the sound and froze in place, feeling my heart skip at the sight of the half naked man on the 
bed. 


His covers were pulled down, leaving his bare chest out in the open, long blond wavy hair was spread over 
black fur, one arm was tucked under the pillow, while the other was thrown aside and hung off the bed. He 
moved in his sleep, straightening up his leg under the covers, and part of the fur hit the floor, slowly creeping 
off his figure pulled by its own weight. It uncovered his stomach | felt a splash of heat raising up and coloring 
my cheeks red. Oh. Gods.. I've never seen a man without an undershirt before and | knew | had to look away, 


but | couldn't. 


| felt my breathing speed up, mind screaming ‘Shame on you! Look away! but my eyes stayed put, following the 
slowly sliding fur. | held my gasp when the covers fell off completely. To my relief and somewhat shameless 
disappointment his lower body was hidden under leather pants. | let myself breathe out, feeling pulsating heat 
making it's way to my temples. At that moment Kirk came back inside, slamming the door shut, and the 
sleeping man's eyes flew open. The heat wave in me rose up, splashing down, and my knees weakened as his 
penetrating blue gaze stopped on me for a second before passing and focusing on someone behind me. His deep 


voice filled the small room. 
"Kirk, how many times have | told you not to bring your drinking buddies into my house?" 


“These aren't my drinking buddies. They... um... well, | offered them our help.. for a fee.. and.. James maybe you 
should put a shirt on or something.." 


"Why? These boys never seen a half naked man before?" He sat up, yawning and stretching. 

| felt another heat wave speeding up my heart and turned away, stumbling on Meg's eyes. She gave me a 
wicked smile and | lowered my head. Oh Gods.. she saw me shamelessly watching him.. she will tease me about 
it forever.. Meanwhile Kirk stepped forward. 

"Um... they're not exactly boys.. so.. as soon as you put some clothes on, I'll introduce you." 


James give Kirk a suspicious look, then lazily grabbed a white shirt off a nearby chair, pulling it over his head, 


"Here, is this good enough, or do | have to dress up for a royal visit?" 


"Funny that you should mention a royal visit." Kirk said with wide smile and turned to us. "My Ladies, this is 


my good friend James." 

James looked our way with a smirk on his face. 

"Shit, Kirk are you drunk out of your mind? | thought you were serious, I'll kill you for that joke!" 

He jumped to his feet, stepping toward me but | failed to move away, frozen in place in front of the man 
towering over me. He walked by, accidentally rubbing against my cape and causing the hood to slide off my 
head, the cape followed falling on the floor and revealing my long wavy locks. James stopped with a stunned 


look on his face, his blue eyes pierced through me, sending shivers rippling down my body. 


Kirk snorted, then stepped closer to his friend. "You are rudely staring at Her Highness, Lady Alexia of 
Chersones and her Lady-in-waiting, Meghan" 


James' eyes widened, looking away from my face as he slowly got down on one knee, lowering his head "My 


Lady.. Miss Meghan. please forgive me.." 


Its fine.. you didn't know.." | whispered, feeling my cheeks flush again with the memory of me ‘rudely’ and 


shamelessly staring at him earlier.. 
Yy g 


James got up, still having his eyes set on the floor. His voice came out a little hoarse and he tried to clear his 


throat before continuing. 


"This friend of mine always plays jokes on me.. | assumed it was one of those." He stumbled on his words, his 


eyes returning to mine, and | felt my heart jumping in my chest. 


Kirk and Meg were talking non stop all day, they hit it off from the beginning and it seemed like they knew 
each other for a long time. James was very polite, quiet and tense, so was |. Every time our bodies came too 
close to each other | had to hold my breath, feeling my cheeks flush with the memory of his naked torso. His 
every look made my heart flip in my chest, and | tried my best not to show any signs of distress, pretending 
to be consumed with the preparations. Thank Gods we were busy.. 


We spent all day getting ready for the journey, buying provision and everything else we needed for the long 
trip, and by the end of the day everything was set and ready. 


"We're leaving at dawn, and we'll try to cover as much ground as possible before settling for the night, so get 
a good night's sleep. James’ bed is all yours, we'll be near by in the stables, just call if you need anything." Kirk 
was standing at the door. 


"Good night" James grabbed a few extra covers and followed his friend outside. As he passed by me his eyes 
stopped on mine for a second, and | felt another hot flash. | quickly turned away, and mentally snapped at 
myself. What is wrong with you?! 


"Good night" | heard Meg's voice and somehow manged to say ‘good night but my voice sounded weak. The 
door behind them closed, and | walked to the bed on somewhat numb legs and pulled my cape off. Meg looked 


at me and laughed. 


“Alex! | can't believe it! I've never seen you blush before, and this is.. what time is it in one day?" She knew me 
too well, all day she had given me looks every time she caught me looking at James. | sighed and her eyes 


widened. 

"You fancy him!" 

"No | don't! He's just. just.” Just makes me feel hot, and makes my heart race and.. | had never felt like this 
before, he has some kind of invisible power, that pulls me in.. and | better snap out of it. Meg got on the bed 
and looked up into my eyes. 

"Nery rice looking.. especially the way he was looking this morning, when you were shamelessly ogling him." 
"What? | wasn't ogling. | was just there.. and he was sleeping.. | wasn’t ogling anything.” | turned away and 


started to undress, throwing my clothes onto the chair. | so was.. | couldn't turn away! Meg giggled and pulled 
the covers of the bed open 


"Okay, then you have no problem sleeping in his bed.. you know, right here where his naked skin touched the 
fur." 


My mind eagerly revived the picture that haunted me all day and | felt my cheeks burn. My friend's face lit 


with a wicked smile. 

"And there is the proof! You're blushing again!" 

‘It's just a bit hot in here." 

"Mhhhmm.. sure it is, if you have a picture of him on this bed by your side." 


"Meg! Stop it!" | took a pillow off the bed and threw it at my not-so-innocent friend. "I noticed you ‘ogling’ 


someone all day tool" 


"Won't deny it. Kirk is so.. Gods, he has the most beautiful eyes I've even seen, and those lips." Meg pulled the 
pillow to her chest and fell on the bed by my side. | slid under the covers and turned to her. 


"If you want, Ill let you stay with him.. | have no choice but go to Serdica, but it's not your burden." 


"And leave you alone? Nol | will never do that." Meg stood up, blowing out the candle and returning back to the 
beg. "Now sleep my Lady.. its going to be a long day tomorrow..." 


| moved the fur closer to my face, breathing in the warm smell while the image of James' hair on this pillow 
appeared in my head. | ran my fingers over the fur.. | need to snap out of it.. what ever this is.. | can't like 


you.. | can't, I'm not free. | have to save my country, and the only way to do that is to become the wife of 


another man.. Gods, why are you so cruel? 


(James' POV) 


| stretched out on the hay, finally feeling relaxed. This day took a lot out of me, never in my whole life had | 


been so tense. From the first moment | looked into her eyes, her amazing deep blue-green eyes.. 
"James... you think | have any chance with Meg?" Kirk's voice interrupted my thoughts. 
"| don't see why not.. the two of you were inseparable all day.." 


"You know.. someone else was inseparable.. what do you think of Alexia?" The way his voice sounded, | just knew 
he was smiling. | took a deep breath and sighed. 


"l try not to..." 


Kirk pulled closer. "But you like her... so why not?" 

| took another deep breath. "She is a Princess, that's why!" 

"Aaaand?" 

Could he seriously not see a problem with that? 

"And | gave her my word to be her guide and guard and to deliver her safely to th--—" 


"Into the hands of a monster!" Kirk didn't let me finish and his voice changed as he clenched his teeth."You 


know where she's going. You know who she's going to." 


| gave her my word before | knew." My fists got tight, just the thought of that blood thirsty monster got 
my blood boiling with anger. The man who was responsible for burning down the village me and Kirk lived in 


before, the man who killed our family. 


"You and your fucking word of honor.. at least promise me that you'll do everything you can to plan a longer 
trip.. | need more time to sweep Meg off her feet." He sighed. "She is so beautiful.. her hair is the color of 
fire and that smile." 


"| promise." | closed my eyes and the image of Alexia appeared in my mind Why did she have to drop into my 
life.. not fair.. its so fucking not fair! | turned to the side, trying to empty my head from all thoughts. Just 
put her out of your mind.. she doesn't belong with you. You don't even know where you belong... My mind 


trailed into the past. 


| was about twelve years old when Kirk's mother found me on the seashore, wounded, barely alive. | knew my 
first name, | had a wolf pendant, cuffs with viking scrolls and a sword, which was strapped to my back. His 
family took me in, | couldn't remember anything from before, just the ocean, a storm and some scenes of 


brutal battle, and a burning sail.. pieces of a life before this. 


The sun woke me up mercilessly shining right on my face. | attempted to move away, but seemed like it was 
everywhere. Why is it so bright? Had | overslept and Meg didn't wake me up? | open my eyes and immediately 
closed them shut again. What..? My heart heavily pounded in my chest in fear and | hesitantly reached with 
both hands from my sides, feeling unbelievable softness under me. | quickly opened my eyes one more time, 
looking in disbelieve at the bright white ceiling above me. Where am |? Am | still asleep? | pinched my arm and 


winced with pain.. no.. it's not a dream.. 


| perfectly remember how this room looked yesterday, this was a different place.. soft bed.. instead of fur 
some unknown silky fabric.. | carefully looked around, feeling chills crawling down my spine. This room looked like 
nothing I'd ever seen before. | pinched my arm again and again in hope of waking up, but nothing changed. | 


closed my eyes feeling my heart trembling in horror. What's happening? 
A sudden strange loud ringing made me open my eyes, and freeze in place. The noise was coming from a small 


black object on the table by my bed. | lay completely petrified, staring at the strange noisy box. Finally it went 


silent and | heard Meg's voice somewhere beyond the walls of this room. 

"Yeah... no.. she's still sleeping.. okay... bye." 

| jumped off the bed. "Meg!" 

| opened the door into darkness, my feet touched a smooth cold surface, and | gasped, bracing myself on the 
wall. Something clicked under my hand and bright light lit the small white room with weird shiny, white 
furniture. | froze, feeling lightheaded and shaking with fear. What is this place? How did | get here? And where 
is Meg? 


| caught movements in the corner of my eye and turned my head. My hair raised at the site of the naked 


young women just a few feet away from me. | backed into the wall, not recognizing my own voice. 
"Who are you? Are you the witch that brought me here?" 


The woman's mouth opened and closed like she was talking at the same time with me, but | couldn't hear 


anything. She looked as scared as | was, pressing herself to the wall behind her. 


| raised my hand to her and she did the same, repeating my movement, we both stepped closer, reaching to 


each other. The cold touch sent shivers through my body as my hand slid over the hard smooth surface. 


"What kind of magic is this?!" 


| griped my throat and the stranger did the same exact movement at the same time. | turned my head and 
she did same.. | place both hands in front of me, she did the same. This time | was ready for a cold surface 
and didn't jump back. | stood with my hands pressed to hers with an invisible barrier between us. 


“Answer mel" Her mouth silently moved with mine. 


| looked closer, something in her look was familiar.. she had long black wavy hair, like mine, her green eyes 
remind me eyes of my father. My eyes stopped on the bracelet on her wrist, made of silver with my family 
symbols, then moved to emerald pendant. My royal seall 


"You robbed me while | was sleeping!" | moved my hand to check my necklace, tightly gripping to the silver and 
her hand mirrored my move. | looked down at myself.. then back at the woman and burst in laughter, suddenly 
realizing that the stranger was just my reflection An unbelievably clear, never seen before, magic like 


reflection. 


| had never seen this kind of mirror, it was not cloudy or yellow, like the mirrors in my castle. So.. this was 
me all alone.. | looked closer, childishly sticking my tongue out at the mirror. Now | just needed to figure out 


how | got here.. 


| sat down on the only one chair in this weird room, it was cold, hard, almost as it was made of the marble 
and quite uncomfortable. | tried to lean back, my elbow hit some kind of lever on the side of it and | heard 
water running under me. The sound was coming from inside of the chair. | immediately jumped up. What in the 


Gods name...” 


| noticed that the seat of the chair wasn't solid and ran my fingers under it, the top moved, opening shallow 
bowl with circling water. It's drained down, making bubbling noise and a few seconds later the bowl magically 
refilled itself. Nothing bad had happened and | dared to push on the lever again, watching repeating of the 
process. | noticed the small holding tank on the back of the chair and opened it up. 


My fear had subsided with the curiosity spell taking over my mind. | forgot about Meg and spent a long time 
in that small white room, turning and pulling at every lever and trying to figure out how to work most of the 
devices there. The most unbelievable discovery was a hidden small waterfall, coming from a flat iron head in 
the wall. The water was surprisingly warm and | dared to washed my body and hair with the great smelling 
liquids, that | found in the small colored jars on the shelf. 


| dried my skin with soft rugs hanging on the hook on the wall, one of the rugs was big enough, so | wrapped it 
around my body and returned to the first room. Wonder what other interesting secrets this place holds. | 
looked around and saw a big window, but when | looked out, my body shook at the scene behind it. In complete 
shock | watched big, horseless carriages, painted in different bright colors, magically moving along unbelievably 


straight road. 


Neatly shaped big houses were standing side by side, very close to each other. What ever this land is, people 


here must be rich to afford such houses, but on the other hand.. where is the land? How can they be rich 
without the farms? Right under my window was a small patch of land with unknown to me plants and flowers. | 
looked back at the road and my eyes widened, when | saw a man riding a horse, but when he passed closer | 
notice that this was an even weirder type of carriage with only two wheels, yet somehow he wasn't falling. 
Wicked, wild, unbelievable place.. am | in the land of witches? A man dressed in bright red, short sleeved shirt 
walked by right under my window, and | stepped back | stepped back, afraid that he would see me undressed. 


Which brings me to.. the need to find something to wear. After a few minutes looking around the room | found 
pants on the chair by the chair. The fabric was painted light blue, the pants were probably belong to some one 
very poor, judging by the multiple rips on them, but it was all | could find, so | decided to put them on. They 
fit very tight and | sighed, picking up something that looked like a white undershirt. After | put it on | went 
back to the small room with the mirror and looked at my reflection, gasping in shock. The shirt was too open 
the on top and slid off one shoulder, the pants were tight as skin. | looked ridiculously and shamelessly naked. | 


could never dare to let men see me like this.. 


| went back to the room searching for any other clothes and found a strange robe, made of the same fabric 
as the wash rugs. This look was much better, now | could go through the second door and try to find Meg, 
James, and Kirk, maybe they know what had happened to us. 


As | bent down to find my boots, a wave of a crushing headache hit my head almost making me pass out. 
Everything became blurry for a second.. oh.. no.. not again.. | grabbed onto the bed, fighting the dizziness, but 
nothing around me changed. Same room, same strange clothing. but somehow | felt different.. my head was not 
as clear as before. The strong wave of headache crushed my temples, bringing a strong feeling of nausea 


What is happening to me? Get up.. get a grip.. and face this strange reality and find your companions. 


VI. 


VI 


| carefully opened the door and found an empty hallway, with covered in smooth light color walls, and the floor 
made of polished to the shine wood. | carefully stepped out and slowly moved ahead, trying to get ready for 
anything in this land of witches. | came to a stairs and made my way down into a huge room. | immediately 
saw Meg, she was sitting on a weird, puffy chair with her back to me, listening to a man in a small box-like 


window. 


| ran to her, but as soon as | came closer | stopped dead in my track. My friend looked different. Her hair was 
cut to a men's length, and twisted into something that was looked like a horse tail. And what was she wearing?! 
How could she let that old man see her like that? Was she planing to seduce him? Suddenly the man was gore, 
replaced by a woman and a child. How was that possible? Nevertheless, it was Meg, so | stepped closer, 


avoiding to look at the magical window. 
"Meg! I'm so glad to see youl" 


She turned to and smiled. "Morning sunshine. Very funny, you know | can't speak as many languages as you, so 


English please." 


She stood up, taking a small black object in her hand and pointing it at the magic window, it blinked and turned 
black. How is that..? What in the name of Gods..? My thoughts were interrupted by my friend's voice. 


"Are you cold?" 


Right.. what is English? A different dialect? | took a deep breath, trying to collect my thoughts. | understood 
what she'd said, so | knew that English she spoke of, let's try it again 


"No.. why?" Strange words left my lips and headache deepened, sharply digging into my temples. Meg smiled. 


"That's much better! You're wearing a robe on top of your clothes. Don't you think it's a bit much for 


summer?" 
"| don't know.." Okay, so | can speak that dialect, somehow | knew it, my clouded mind slowly brought new words. 
"Meg.. where are we? And where are Kirk and James? What's happened?" | held my breath waiting for her 


answer. 


"What kind of the questions are those? Are you okay? And who the hell is Kirk and James?" She looked 


concerned. 


| felt the ground shifting from under my feet and lowered myself in a chair. 


"| don't.. | don't remember." | grabbed my head, feeling it spin 

"You aren't joking.. Alex are you sure you're okay? Shit!" She sat down by me and took my face into her hands. 
"I knew we should've gone with the paramedics and get checked in ER! Did you hit your head? What do you 
remember?" 

Should | tell her that the last thing | remembered was going to sleep in James' bed? In a different world, with 
a different Meg by my side..? | looked into eyes of my fried, that were peering in mine. No.. let's start with a 
small steps. 

"Tell me what happened yesterday. 


Meg let go of my face and spoke. 


"Yesterday we got into an accident. I'll never drive drunk again.. we barely avoided hitting a semi-truck. You 


turned the steering wheel just in time.." 

New words | didn't know the meaning of entered my head and | felt lightheaded. Another sharp wave of pain hit 
my head and rendered, leaving clear images. A monster with glowing eyes, roaring in the dark.. semi truck 
blowing it's horn, my hands turning the wheel sending our car to drive off the road into the ditch... Cold 
shivers run down my spine. My nightmare! Oh... Gods.. 

"And before that?" My voice lowered to a whisper. 

"Before that we were drinking at the bar, celebrating our freedom for the summer! We got so drunk! At one 
point | even thought you're going to pass out, when that.. what was his name? | don't remember... fuck it. 


Anywho, when that guy tried to hypnotize you, and you got all pale and shit!" She laughed. "Remember that?" 


"No... | don't think so.." | closed my eyes, fighting back the pounding headache that followed new bright images. 
Bright room with pounding music.. my hand on the shot glass. Jager bombs.. Lips let out a whisper. 


It was a bar.. that strange loud place?" 
"Okay, now you are seriously scarring the fuck out of me." Meg's face got serious. 
lm scaring myself." | whispered back. 


"Do you remember that you're a university student? That you know eighteen languages?" She looked at me 


with wide eyes. "Alex please tell me you remember all that.” 


New words floated in my head and every one of them settled with new images and someone else's memory 


came from beyond my understanding.. How is that possible? What kind of magic is this? Do | know who am |? 


My mind slowly brought an answer. 
Alexia of Cherso- 
| felt a wave of dizziness.. 


Alexia Troy, a twenty year old student. A speeding carousel of my life spun in my mind, making me grip into 
my head. This is my and Meg's house, this is San Francisco, California, America. Meg is my best friend, | have 
no one else, my parents are dead, my twin brother is money wasting piece of shit, and this is the summer of.. 
nineteen eighty-six!! Oh.. my.. Gods.. help me! | rubbed my temples with my hands, trying to stop all this 


craziness. 


Meg noticed the panicked state | was in and placed her hands on my shaking shoulders. "Alex. you're scaring 


me..tell me you remember all that." 


"I do.. | don't know how.. but | do.. Meg.. it's not my memory!" Tears poured out of my eyes, | felt so lost and 


confused. 


"What do you mean. not your memory? What do you remember?" She pulled my hands away from my face 


and looked in my eyes. 


| took a deep breath and started my story, what | remembered about Chersoness, our life there, and what 
happened to us. The story took a while to tell, but she didn’t interrupt me listening with wide eyes until | was 
done. Once | finished, she looked more concerned than before. 


"You think l'm crazy.. don't you?" | leaned back into the softness of the chair, feeling drained and tired. 


"You know.. | think you just got too deep into that history stuff, you spent last four months researching some 
ancient countries.. maybe you had a dream, a very vivid dream. and it all just got mixed up in your head.. and 


yesterday's drinking made it worse." She smiled at me, trying to reassure me. 
"| don't know what to think, Meg. I'm scared.. for the first time in my life, I'm terrified” 


"Just try to rest, you'll feel better, you'll see! Go back to sleep, your mind needs to reboot and everything wil 
be normal again, or we can go to ER and ask them to scan your head. you know, just to be sure.. We can do 
that when | comeback, | hate to leave you like this, but my father will kill me if | don't bring him his lenses.. I'l 


be back in a few hours. You go eat and sleep. Okay?" 
"ll try.” 
After Meg left | wandered around now strangely familiar to me house and ended up in my office. One book was 


open on the table and | walked closer. There was a picture on the page and my heart sped up when | took a 
closer look. | quickly raised my wrist to my eyes. The same writing that was on my bracelet was in the picture 


on a sword handle.. a sword | remember playing with when | was a kid.. my father's sword. The sword of the 


King Sviatoslav. 


| closed my eyes and the figure of a King appeared in my mind, it started to slowly melt, changing into a 
picture of the same man, but with short hair and without a beard, wearing a military uniform. My father was 


a Navy officer.. he never had a sword.. Oh.. Gods.. | am crazy..? What's happening to me? 


| walked back to my bedroom, dropping on the bed. All this was too much for my poor scrambled mind and | 


quickly give in, welcoming sleep. When | wake up, everything will be back to normal.. 


Tires screeched and a loud horn blared the air, freezing blood in my veins. Bright headlights from an oncoming 
semi-truck lit up Meg's terrified face. My hands turned the steering wheel all the way to the right and my 
heart pounded, ready to jump out of my throat as | screamed. Steering wheel melted, softening up in my 


hands, and | open my eyes. 


The room was barely visible in the twilight and a light summer breeze reached my face. | breathed in the 
familiar and dear to my heart scent of a nearby sea. My hands slid over the fur covers. Thank Gods! It was 


another dream, another vision. 


Meg was laying by me, smiling at her dreams and | carefully got up, walking to a small, slightly open window. 
Dawn was melting night away and lighting up a narrow line at the horizon | took another deep breath. I'm 


myself again! | am Alexia of Chersoness. I'm home. 


| sat down, enjoying the light breeze and quiet time before sunrise, leaning my elbow on the window, and 
propping my head on my hands. Thoughts about last few days flooded my head. So much had happened.. the 
attack, that weird.. what ever it was.. a day dreams, visions? Meeting Kirk and James.. James... | sighed and 


lowered my head. 


My hair swept over my face, and a cold flash hit my body, making my jump. That smell! Nothing that | knew in 
my world would make my hair smell like this.. colorful jars.. from the shower..SHOWER! | grabbed my temples, 
rubbing them. 


| remembered it all.. two separate lives.. two separate times.. oh Gods, how can that be? | stood by the 
window, frozen in complete shock, trying to wrap my mind around all this. Is it possible that the Gods sent me 
to a different world when | was sleeping? Wait.. the next thought that came from the another's mind flashed 
through my head, weakening my knees. 


Time travel! But why? And if | remember both lives.. 


Where do | belong? 


VII. 


VII 


(Kirk's POV) 


The start of our journey was lighted by a beautiful dawn, brightening up the clear sky in front of us in a 
palette of blues and pinks. For the first few hours, James and | rode side by side with the girls following us 
closely. He was deep in his thoughts and | tried not to bother him, knowing my friend, he was going over our 
trip in his head. | just hoped he remember what he'd promise me, to find the longest way. 


When we turned into the forest the path became more narrow and now our convoy was moving between tall 
trees. Our pace slowed down, but neither of our companions said anything about it. | got hold of a branch, 


letting them pass by me and studied their faces. 


Alexia was looking down, like a prisoner going to her death, hopeless and unable to change anything. All day Meg 
was trying to cheer her up, but the only reaction she got was a rare ghostly smile. The only time her face 
came back to life was when her eyes caught a glimpse of James. She definitely liked him.. and he likes her a 
lot, | saw it in his eyes. | had a lot of work to do.. not only do | have to get Meg's heart, but | also have to 


help those two get together. Screw the need to safe some country, love is more important then anything. 


At mid day we reached the river that was running between hills, cutting deep below ground level. Me and 
James got off our horses and walked to a cliff, in search for a better place to get down Just before the 


river turn, the side seemed less sloped and after we're agreed to cross there, | turned to James. 
"You think it's time for a rest? They're girls, not warriors, remember?" 


"We can set a camp by the river after crossing it." He glanced at Alex, quickly turning away when their eyes 
met. 


| heard him sigh as he got back on his horse. Seriously, screw her plan. Princess or not, those two belong 
together. I'll have to do my best to make it all happen Me and Meg, James and Alex. But for now.. for now we 


continue on our way. | need more time and | need an ally. 


As we rode along the high side of the river bank, | noticed a big broken tree trunk in front of us. | stopped, 
letting James and Alex pass me, they both turned their horses off the path to get around the barrier, but 


not Meg, she stopped as well and was looking at me with a smile in her eyes. 


Time to impress her with my riding skills, | was always good at that. | hit the sides of my stallion, sending it 
forward to jump over the barrier, but instead of jumping my four legged friend reared, picking both front feet 
of the ground. | wasn't ready for this move and slid off the horse's back, landing behind it and watching my 


betrayer slowly walk around the fallen tree and away from me, under the loud laughs of my companions. 


Great! My plan to sweep Meghan off her feet got to a perfect start. Me on my ass on the ground, her 
laughing hysterically. Fuck! 


She dismounted, walking past me, and took hold of the reins of my horse, bringing deceiving beast back to me. 


| hope you didn't bruise your... um.. ego. It's not easy to make an Arabian horse do something it doesn't want 


to do.. are you okay?" She reached her hand to me, offering help. 


‘lm fine." | pushed myself up from the ground, feeling my face flush. She smiled and ran her hand along my 


horse's neck. 
"He is a beauty! What's his name?" She brushed her fingers through the horse's mane. 


| used to call him Shadow, but from now on his name is Bastard" | squint my eyes, looking at the horse. | hope 
you're happy, you conniving son of a bitch! 


"Aaaww. he didn't do it on purpose, can you just forgive him?" Meghan turned, biting her lip and trying to hold 


her smile back 


"| guess | can give him one more chance." And | hope | didn't ruined my chance with you.. | took the reins from 
her hand and our fingers touched for a second, bringing shivers to my body. She bit her lip and slowly lowered 


her hazel eyes, moving her hand away. 


(Meg's POV) 


Kirk's fiasco when he tried to show off lightened up my mood, he looked so cute, blushing with embarrassment. 
| never liked men who could do everything perfectly, they were so irritating with their macho attitude. Kirk 
was not like that at all, | could fall for him so easily... If only | was free.. if only Alex would abandon her plans. 


She obviously liked James.. a lot.. | needed a plan, and more time.. 


After crossing the river we set up camp to eat and dry our wet clothes. Me and Alex hid behind trees, looking 
for some privacy, leaving James and Kirk by the water. We hung our clothes on the branches and laid down on 


the soft grass. Lets try.. 


"Alex, you look so depressed, are you sure you want to continue with your plans?" | started, looking at the sky 


above us. 


Its my duty to restore what my father worked so hard to build, you know that. | can't let my brother ruin it 


all. | have to try." Her voice sounded like she was trying to convince herself of what she said. "But you are 


free and | want you to stay with Kirk and be happy.’ 


| turned to my side and looked at my friend. | want you to be happy too and you won't be with that old and 
heartless fucker. Oh. Alex, don't you know, your father wouldn't ever let you make such sacrifice. He loved you 
with all his heart, he wanted you to be happy. | have to find a way to make you see that.. but not now.. now 
your head is too full of duty. | have to wait till your heart surrenders to James. For now | have to take small 


steps. | propped my head on my hand, looking at Alex with an encouraging smile. 
‘lm going with you and that's final. Let's just enjoy our company while we can, promise me you'll do that. Just 
forget for a few days about duty, at least we'll have some good memories, something tells me we will need 


them. Promise?" 


She looked at me with a vague smile. "I promise.. maybe you'll change your mind later, when Kirk rules your 


heart." 
Ore little step at the time.. 


"Your heart is free too, you know. You may have to marry that stupid Otto the first, but you don't have to 


love him." | lowered my head back to the ground. 


| will try to change your mind Alex, | know how stubborn you can be, but your father would never let you 


throw your life away, neither will I. 


Vil. 


VIII 


(Meg's POV) 


All day today | was thinking of different ways to slow down our trip. It was moving too fast, and | needed more 
time to try to change Alex's mind, not mentioning more time to let Kirk make his move. A week had passed 
since we met and we'd become very friendly after his failure to impress me. We spend most of our time 
together, we had so many things in common. We both loved horses, had the same kind of sense of humor and 
shared a deep fascination with life forces. But talk was all we did, | waited for him to try to get closer, but he 
was too shy. 


Do | have to do everything myself? | need to find a way and slow us down, for all of us. Gods help mell bit my 
lip, quickly glancing at Alex, thankfully she was too busy with her own thoughts. She would surely suspect 
something if she saw my face, she knew my habit to bite my lips when | was planning trouble. 


What can | do..? There has to be something, think! | can't pretend to be sick.. or injured.. Maybe | can twist my 
ankle? No.. we are traveling on horses, so that wouldn't work | can make myself throw up.. no. | wouldn't want 
Kirk to see my like that.. What else? | bit my lip again and turned to look at my friends. | wonder, if they knew 
what | was thinking about, would they get mad? 


Alex probably would, | am trying to mess up her plans, or.. | saw her glance at James, a smile lighting her face 
for a split second, then she close her eyes and shook her head. Her lips moved and | read ‘No.. | can't... on 
them before her hands started to nervously thread along the edge of her cape. She shook her head one more 
time and sighed. 


Oh Alex, stop fighting your heart! Just forget about your country and let yourself be happy! | know how you 
feel about him, let it happen! Maybe she would've if James would've make a move, but for some reason he 
doesn't... he likes her, | caught him looking at her.. he's probably thinks he has no chance.. Yeah, she is a 


Princess after all.. 


| turned to look at James, but he was ahead of us and | couldn't see his face. He came to a big tree branch 
that was hanging too low on our path, and pulled it aside, holding it and waiting for rest of us pass. His eyes 
met Alexia's and both quickly looked away. After | pass by him, James let tree branch go, and | saw him sigh, 


lowering his head. l'm working on it, | just need more time, more time and.. and | need an ally. 


| looked at Kirk, and almost burst in laughter, when | saw that his gorgeous brown eyes were locked on my lips. 


At the last moment he saw a tree branch coming at him and tried to avoid it, but it slapped him across his 


chest. He moved it aside and looked at me with a self conscious smile as | let a little giggle out. So.. you like me 
biting my lips, do you? | would gladly let you bite them. How can you be so blind and don't see how much | 
want you to make your move? Grrr! We're running out of time.. | have to take a lead. For all of us. 


My mind returned to my plans. Okay, what else can | do? | looked around, trying to get some kind of idea and 
almost jumped when | noticed a bright leafed vine, that was climbing up on the side of tree. Is it?.. Yes it is! 


The Gods are with me! 


| slowed down my horse, pretending to be fixing my straps and when my companions pass me, | quickly grabbed 
the plant, ripping it off the tree and hiding it under my cape. Now all | need to do is wait for the night. My 


face lit with a secret smile as | hurried my horse to keep up with the others. 


Soon we came to an opening between trees, a perfect spot to set up camp for the night. | was in a great 


mood, if my evil plan work, it would get two deeds at once! Hehehe.. 


As night settled our camp, | snuck from under covers, trying not To make any noise and made my way to our 
horses. They were peacefully grazing under the moonlight, unaware of what | was about to do. | pulled the 
plant that | found earlier from under my shirt, wrapping it around a a piece of bread, that | managed to hide 


at dinner. 


| learned about this plant from my father, he was taking care of horses at the castle in Chersoress. In small 
dose it would made horses sleepy, but a bigger dose makes them crazy. In a few minutes this plant will reach 
the horse's blood, and hallucinations will chase it far away from our camp. | walked up to my horse and it 


turned, happily snorting at the smell of the treat. 


"Don't get caught, find yourself a herd and live long free life" My hands slid on the horse's face and neck, 
saying goodbye. | took the reins off the horse's head and gave it a hard slap on the rear, watching it buck, 
sprinting into darkness. 


Now we're down one horse. We have to find a village to replace it and two of us will have to share one horse 


until then, making us rest more frequently. 


Am | evil or what? | smiled to myself and made my way back to camp with an accomplished feeling. 


(Alex POV) 


Another night, another visit to strange world far in the future. It wasn't scaring me any longer, my mind 
learned to live two separate lives. One of Princess of Cheroness ove of the Alex Troy. Not much was happening 
in San Francisco, me and a future Meg were planning a trip to Europe later in the summer. Her father was 


going with us, to visit a carnival in Verice. | decided not to tell my companions anything about my other world, 


knowing that they wouldn't understand it. | couldn't understand it, | didn't know how or why it was happening to 
me. All| knew, if this would continue, at least | would have an escape from my soon-to-be hard life, with a 


man | would never love. My eyes stopped on James and | sighed. | wish James was there with me.. 
Kirk came back with three horses and a puzzled look on his face, interrupting my thoughts. 
"I only found three.. | have no idea what happened to Meg's horse.. no sight of it anywhere." 


| quickly turned and looked at Meg, but she had already put a surprised look on her face. | just knew she did it, 


she was up to something, | knew her. She turned with an innocent look. 
"| guess we'll just have to share one horse.." 


That's what she was up to! She knows too much about horses, and the only one that could carry the extra 
weight for a long time was Kirk's Arabian stallion | smiled, Meg you don't want to waste any time do you? 
Let's see how long it will take before Kirk goes absolutely crazy with your body so close to his. | smiled at my 
thoughts. She returned my smile and | saw victory sparkles in her eyes. | will miss her.. Maybe | needed to 


follow her advice and let my guard down and enjoy our time together. 


James gave me a hand to get on my horse and | held on to him a bit longer than | needed. Why couldn't | be 
like Meg, just let myself go.. | imagined his strong arms around me.. his blue gaze warmed up my blood. But 
my damned consciousness woke up, splashing my body with a bucket of cold water. Was my selfish desire to 


be with him a fair price for his broken heart? No.. | couldn't do that to him.. | couldn't... | let go of his hand 
and took hold of the reins, my heart sunk watching him walk away. | sighed to his back barely whispering. 


"| fell for you.. but you will never know that.." Tears clouded my vision and | hit the sides of my horse, sending 
it to a gallop. The sooner | get to my destination, the better it would be for everyone. 


(Kirk's POV) 

My insides were shaking, | tried to be funny, talking nonstop all day, hoping Meg would not notice how hard | 
was fighting the urge to hug her. Her body was touching mine, burning through my skin, her deep red fiery 
locks swiping along my face with the wind, burning my skin Oh.My..Gods, don't let me lose my mind! 

Sudden strong burst of evening wind blew her hair aside from her neck, and | gazed at the open welcoming 
silky skin right in front of me, unable to take my eyes away. She laughed and bent her head back, pressing 
closer to me, my mind gave in to my feelings and | lost it. She could kill me after that, | but | couldn't... | had 
to.. 


My lips touched her soft skin, bringing a heat wave to my stomach. My bewitched mind clouded when | felt 
her pressing her body to mine. She got hold of my arms, pulling them around her. She wanted me?..Oh..Gods! 


| grasped her face, turning her to me, and her hazel eyes sparkled at me with approval as her lips met mine. 
‘Oh... Meghan." A moan escaped my lips and | pressed her closer, melting into the kiss. My heart sped up, 
threatening to jump out of my chest, when she ran her fingers through my hair. She slowly parted away from 
my lips. 

"I thought you'd never work up the nerves to kiss me.." Her eyes gazed into mine. 

"Meg. l.. stay with me." | pulled her in for another kiss. 

Kirk.when we stop for the night.. | need to talk to you." She pulled back, placing a finger on my lips. 


"Just talk?" 


She smiled, tracing her finger over my lips. "Talk first.. and when night comes.. we will see." 


(James POV) 


Throughout the day | was watching Kirk and Meg riding together. Judging by his face he was in trouble and 
doing his best not show it. | smiled, yeah, | would be too.. | closed my eyes. Alex's body close like that, with 


every move pressing against me.. my arms around her.. her face so close and her lips just within reach of 


mine... Mnnnn... 


Just the thought of that scenario splashed heat over my body, my hands griped the leather of the horse 
harness tighter, shuddering with the urge. | opened my eyes and tried to readjust my position on the saddle, 
feeling sudden discomfort. All right.. think of something else.. cold water.. if | jumped into a river right now, the 
water would surely boil around me.. 


| don't know how he can fight his urges, this is a torture! He was always shy with women, a week had passed 
and he'd become friends with Meg, but couldn't find a way to make his move. He wanted to sweep her off her 
feet, but failed to impress her and that shot his confidence. And now, by the will of the Gods, she was in his 


arms, come on Kirk, here is your chancel 
At least you have a chance.. 


| looked at Alexia, she was smiling to her thoughts, | wished | knew what she is thinking about. Certainly not 
me.. even if | decided to break my word and ignore the fact that she is a Princess.. she would never let 
herself abandon her mission I'd gotten to know her in the past week, we had long conversations and | 
understood why she was so determined. She had to restore her father's legacy, it was her duty, her honor, 
her pride. 


If only you knew how hard l'd fallen for you.. not fair.. 


The sun was slowly setting and | started to look for the best place to set up camp. The hills on the right side 
were close and would provide extra protection for the night. | turned around to tell my friends where we were 
going and saw Kirk and Meghan in a deep lip lock, his arms around her. | crackled and turn away. Finally! Go Kirk! 
lm happy for you my friend, 


(Alex POV) 


When | saw Meg and Kirk kissing my heart warmed up. l'm so happy for you Meg! I'll do everything | can to 
make you stay, you are not going with me, no matter what you say, | won't let you. | looked back at them and 
smiled. Okay, Meg, you're right, I'll try to enjoy every minute | have left on this journey. I'll need a good 
memories when l'm all alone in the strange country, with that old King as my husband.. Gods, you are so cruel.. 
all this would be so easier if | hadn't met James and felt what | felt for him, all of it would be so easier if | 


never knew love.. 


Soon we turned to the hills to settle for the night before it got dark. The evening sun was lighting the hills in 
golden colors, a beautiful place to camp. We needed to let those two lovebirds to be alone, surely James would 
want help them too. Soon we found a great place close to a small waterfall, a clear space between the rocks 


that was hidden from all directions. James was amazing at finding perfect spots, he could be great at planning 


battles. He just had a mind for it, he would be perfect.. | wonder how good he is with weapons.. 

He helped me off the horse, and when | stepped down my sword got tangled in the harness. Oh great! | turned 
and it intertwined with the corner of my cape, pulling it up and pinning me to my horse. This is just awesome.. 
can | be more pathetic? 


"My Lady, do you even know how to use it?" He was smiling at me, watching me try to untangle myself. 


"You think | just like to carry a heavy weapon for the looks of it?" | finally got my sword free and raised it in 
front of me, pulling my cape off with one hand. "Want to try me?" 


His smile grew wider. "Really? | don't want to hurt you.. but if you insist." He garbed his sword and crossed it 
with mine, but | pushed his blade aside, stepping away from the horse to get to a free space. 


‘| insist! And don't worry about hurting me. Trust me, | can handle it" | smiled back at my opponent. 
"Ready then?" He smirked, stepping closer and raising his sword for a hit. 
"No child play! Pretend you're fighting a man" Let's see what you can do. 


With the speed of lightning he moved his arm, taking a step at the same time, our swords slammed together 
with loud cry of the steel. He raised his eyebrow and pulled back. 


"Not bad.. let's see if you can handle this." A few more hits filled the air with the battle song of our blades. 
"James take it easy man! That was too harsh!" Kirk sat down with a wide smile, getting ready for a show. 
"Alex, be gentle don't kill him, remember he is our guide!" Meg dropped on the ground by his side, laughing. 
Kirk turned to her with a smile. "That's impossible, James is the best!" 

"You've obviously never seen Alexia fight before." She returned a wicked grin back to him. 

"We'll see! She is a girl after all, and | doubt sh-" Meg's fist landed on his shoulder, not letting him finish. 

"A Girl?l? Alex, never mind what | said before! Kick his ass!" 

| gave her a smile, retuning a series of fast attacks, all blocked by James’ blade. At the last hit, he pushed my 
sword down and | went past him carried by momentum and unable to stop. He used that, turning quickly with a 
swift movement of his sword behind my back. | tried to turn and intercept his attack when a light slap of the 


broad side of his blade landed on my butt. He crackled and his face lit up with another smirk. 


Oh. no you didn't just do that! Now you're dead! | turned with fury and my hits increased in speed and power. 


He tried to block them all, but was clearly having difficulties. | smiled, not so cocky now, are we? 


| decided to use my fathers move and raised my sword up, moving it straight to his chest, waiting for him to 
block it, then | would swing my weapon around, placing it to his unprotected side. But instead of crossing his 
sword with mine he stepped forward, | tried to ease a hit, but it came flying with great force. All | could do at 
this point was turn my blade up, hoping to miss him, but he was too close. | saw the tip of my sword sliding 
along the side of his open neck, leaving a red line. 


"Shit!" He dropped his blade and grabbed the side of his neck with his hand, taking a few steps back. | felt a 


cold flash and blood rushed away from my face. 


"Oh, no! Are you hurt?" | dropped my sword and ran to him, but my foot slid on the grass and | gasped, feeling 
the ground moving under my feet. 


He tried to catch me but lost his balance and we both fell down, with me landing on top of him, face to face, 
his arms tightly pressing my body. Our eyes met, sending a wave of heat rushing through me. | felt his body 
tensed up under mine. His lips were so close.. his eyes were begging me.. my consciousness lost the ability to 
rule my mind.. drowning in his deep blue mesmerizing eyes.. 

"Oh, no!" Meg and Kirk's screams interrupted the fragile moment and | broke eye contact, pushing myself off 
his chest and standing up with Meg and Kirk's help. My body was burning, my legs felt like they were made of 
straw stacks, refusing to move, and my heart was jumping somewhere in my throat. | swallowed it and 
managed to get up, trying to slow down my breathing. 

"James let me see!" Kirk kneel by James, leaving me in the care of Meg. 

‘Im fine. its just a scratch." James's hoarse voice brought the blood back to my face. 


"You didn't break anything?" Meg bit her lip, trying very hard not to laugh. 


‘lm okay." | looked down, fixing my shirt with shaking hands. I'm so not okay! | almost kissed him.. 


(James POV) 
Dammit!!! | wish | could return to that moment when she was in my arms. Her body on mine, our eyes locked, 


her lips were so close, for a moment | thought she would kiss me. If we were alone, it would have happened, 


I'm sure of it! If I'd just held on to her for one more second.. 
Fuckll! | could so kill Kirk and Meg right now! 


| stood up, wiping drops of blood from my burning neck. | need to be alone with her. and maybe, just maybe it 


could happen again. | watched her slowly walk away. Alexia.. please don't go.. 


"James, you're bleeding... let me see." Kirk pulled my hand away. "I guess you're only the best against guys, 
when you're not distracted with their eyes.. and.. hm.. the rest.” A wicked smile lit his face. 


"Look who's talking, mister besthorsebackrider!" | snapped back, pushing past him, taking the harness off my 


horse and pulling the rolled furs on the ground. Just cool off.. for now.. 


Soon we got everything ready for the night, with Kirk and Meg giggling and sending each other smiles. Me and 
Alex both tense, she was politely cold, pretending nothing happened and avoiding the eye contact. 


You can try and pretend, but it was there in you eyes, | read it very clear, you have feelings for me. 


(Meg's POV) 


After meal was over, guys went to gather more firewood for the night and we started setting the fur covers 


ready for sleep. | sat down by Alex. 
"Alex." | could barely see her face in the dim light of the fire. 
She looked at me with a smile. "Just tell me your plan, and I'll do what you ask." 


"| was planning to take a walk with Kirk.. so you can stay here with James.. by the fire... alone.." | tried to read 


her expression as | lowered my voice at the word ‘alone: 
"We will not interrupt your moment.. we'll stay here, | promise." She lowered her eyes. 


“Alex.forgive me for interrupting yours.” 


She looked at me and quickly turned away. "I don't know what you're talking about...” 


| saw what state you were in after that fall.. you both looked so awkward all evening.. something must have 


happened!" 
"Meg.. | need to stay away from him.. | can't be too close.. | almost kissed him!" She looked back at me. 
"So kiss him! Give in.. trust me.. just let him love youl” 


"You have no idea how much | want to.. | can't.. | won't break his heart.. | can't stay with him. you know that!" 


Her eyes filled with tears. 
| opened my mouth to scream at her, but Kirk and James had returned and Alex quickly turned away. 


One thing at the time, | have some time to change your mind. Even if | have to physically push you in his 
arms! | needed an ally, | needed to talk to Kirk.. alone.. my mind returned to earlier hours. Him kissing me, 
holding me close, his hands on my body. | felt the blood started to boil in my veins. Okay.. maybe we can talk 


later.. 

| stood up, walking to him with an alluring smile and brushed my hand lightly on his arm while passing by. He 
dropped the branches on the ground and turned on his heels to follow me. | went behind one of the big threes 
and leaned back against it, pulling him to me. His hands wrapped around my waist and his lips found mine. He 
pressed his body to mine, igniting my burning urge with deepened kiss. | felt shaking in his arms and held ready 


to escape moon. Not here.. | pulled away, sliding my lips to his ear while moving my hand down his back. 


"We need to get further." My whisper made him shiver and he let out a gasp, pulling me deeper into the 
woods, away from the light of the fire. | let go of his hand and ran, turning with a smile. 


"Catch me. if you can!" 

"And what prize I'll get if | do?" He laughed, chasing me through the forest. 

"You'll get me." | giggled, watching him speeding up after me with a growl. 

We came to a little creek running from the hills, ripples of water were shining in the moon light. Just perfect! 
Kirk pulled me to him, his tongue slipped in my mouth, bodies came together, shaking, burning. Kiss heated up, 


making us moan and | felt his hands gently lowering me to the ground. 


"Meghan." His lips slid to my neck, caressing my skin and moving lower to my chest as he slowly raised my 


shirt, his hands making their way to my breasts. | urged him closer, feeling my blood pulsating in my groin 


‘Kirk... | want to feel your skin against mine.." 


| tugged on his shirt, lifting it up and he let go of me to quickly take it off. He stood on his knees above me, 
light reflected off the water dancing on his bare torso. His eyes darkened with anticipation and his long black 
curls moved slightly in the light breeze. 


"You look so beautiful.” | stood up on my knees, letting him pull my shirt off and pressing my self to his chest. 
My nipples hardened on contact with his flesh and he moan as my hands to his lower stomach, and reaching 
inside of his pants. His flesh jerked, growing under my touch. 


‘Oh... Meg..." He murmured against my skin and pressed his pulsating hardness into my hand. 


| wrapped my fingers around his cock, stroking it slow, his breathing deepening as he impatiently pulled my 
pants down, gasping for air. He pushed me back to the ground, and | raised my hips, feeling his hands sliding my 
pants off me. He traced kisses along each of my legs, following the leather and sending burning shocks through 
my writhing body. Oh.. | want him so much! 


| want to make you mine." He breathed out stepping out of his clothes and placing himself between my legs, 
that parted with the urge to let him inside. He lowered himself on me, grasping my hips and pulling me onto his 
engorged flesh, bringing a gasp from my lips. | bent my back, encouraging him deeper and he moaned with 


pleasure. 


"Uh... Kirk." His lips covered mine and his hands cupped my breasts, rolling his fingers on my nipples as | 
buckled against him, meeting his every thrust with my hips. Soon our movements increased in speed and our 
gasps and moans filled the night air around us. 


Pleasure was building up in my groin, increasing with every move, and | felt the wave of orgasm approaching 
fast as | ran my fingers to his ass, pulling him deeper. He moved his hands to my thighs, pulling them up and 
his cock slid even deeper with the next move. | gasped, unable to hold back the tidal wave of pleasure as felt 


him harden in me before releasing himself in spasms. 


"Oh... Meg..." 

"Uh... yes...” 

Our bodies shivered with the last spasms of orgasm. He let go of my legs and kissed my face, lifting himself 
out and rolling to the side. We lay side by side, catching our breaths and letting the night breeze cool down our 
bodies. 


He turned to me and buried his face in my neck. "You are mine.." His whisper tickled my skin 


"That's what | wanted to talk to you about." | wrapped my arms around him. "The only way we can be together 
is if Alex stays with James." 


"He fell for her, | can tell.. but he gave her his word and he will never break it.. unless she changes her mind." 


"She almost did, she almost kissed him.. but she will never.. she doesn't want to break his heart.. because she 


can't stay with him.." 


"Mission impossible huh.. but we can do it together, for us and them." He pulled me to his chest, running his 


hand over my hair. "Because | won't lose you." 


XI 


(Alexia POV) 


| saw Meg and Kirk melting into the night and turned away, hiding my smile from James, who sat down by the 


fire, feeding more wood to the hungry flames. Alone... | promised Meg to keep James here, so.. here we go.. 


| walked to the fire and stretched my hands towards the warm light. We needed to talk about something 
neutral.. | sat down, trying to look anywhere but his face. He started moving logs in the fire with the tip of his 
sword. Good, | can just keep my eyes on his hand. 


"How many days till we get to Serdica?" | noticed his fingers tightening up on the handle. Wrong topic.. Gods 
help me.. 


"We need to find a village and get another horse first. There is one on the other side of the hills, a day away, 
from there it's about eight days..." 


My heart dropped, eight days.. only eight.. and then a lifetime of misery.. alone.. at least I'll have a memory of 
this trip.. and you.. and Meg.. Meg.. | sighed. | have to make sure she stays with Kirk. | have to deceive her, 


for her own good. 
| need to ask you to do something." | bit my lip and made my self look at James. 


“Anything.. my Lady." His blue eyes shined in the light of the flames and | remembered what | saw in them 
earlier. My heart skip a bit and | pushed myself to continue. 


"When we get closer.. a half day away.. you will take me there at night, leaving Meg with Kirk behind. | don't 
want her coming with me, it's not her burden.. | want her to be happy." | lowered my eyes, feeling my heart 
bleeding with unknown to me before pain. "Promise me you'll do that.” 


"| give you my word." His voice sounded low and sad, adding to a sharp pain that was twisting my heart. It may 
be hard now James, but it will be so much harder if | let you love me.. much harder.. for both of us. | can't 


stay with you.. | took a deep breath, trying to swallow the lump in my throat. 


"Good night James." | stood up, leaving him by the fire, unable to stay any longer. | have to get away from 


you.. | don't want you to see my tears... 


"Good night, My Lady." His voice chased after me, making me drop my shoulders and sigh. | wish | was free.. 
but I'm not.. | can't.. | can't.. | would have given anything to be free to love you.. 


| threw myself on my bedding feeling my tears rolling over my face and quietly whipped into the covers, 
letting my pain brake through. 


My tears had finally stopped after few hours, but | wasn't asleep, my mind was struggling, with my heart. 
Heart was pulling to James, mind was insisting on duty, reminding that happiness of two not worth unhappiness 
of thousands. | have to make this scarifies.. | must.. My heart painfully twisted in protest of mind's words, 


sending another wave of tears soak into the bedding. | wish.. | was free.. 


Closer to dawn | heard Meg and Kirk return, trying to be quiet as they slid under their covers and my 
sorrows subsided, replaced with the happiness for my best friend. | watched Kirk's hands pulling her closer as 
she nestled her head on his shoulder. They belong together.. | will leave her with him.. | know she will be angry 
with me, but she will understand, that | did it for her. With James' help.. my eyes moved to our guide and | 


felt warmth spilling over my heart. 


He was sleeping on the other side of the fire and | couldn't help but let my eyes travel over his figure. His 
hair spread on the ground, like golden waves in the light of the fire. His shirt was open revealing his chest and 


| smiled, remembering the day | met him. You always manage to pull your covers off, don't you? 


He moved, rolling onto his back and my eyes flew back to his face. His head now was turned and | notice a red 


line on his neck, where my sword scratched his skin. Sorry.. | smiled again, remembering our sword fight. 


My mind brought images back, me sliding my sword on his neck, slipping, falling, his arms around me.. My 
heart started to race, re-leaving those events. His eyes.. lips.. It felt so good, so magical.. those eyes looking 
into mine, his strong arms.. the way my body was all tingling and burning, my mind drowned in loving bliss.. 
Gods... it was amazing. | never felt anything like that.. the heat of his body.. him puling me closer.. that urge | 
felt to kiss those lips.. if we've stayed like that a little bit longer, | would've gave in.. | felt heat spreading over 
my body, just at the thought what it would've felt like to kiss him. The shivers danced through my blood, 
adding more heat to my already burning with unknown to me before fire body. And | turned away form James, 


in attempt to stop what | felt. 


| needed to think of something else.. take a deep breath.. okay.. think of.. anything but him.. or about how much 
you wish to be with him.. | wish | could fall asleep and transport to another world, so | can take a cold shower, 


that will push all those thoughts away and cool me off. 


Wait.. The waterfall! It's just behind that little patch of forest! 


(James POV) 


| felt burning on my fingers and pulled my stretched arm back from the fire, opening my eyes and sitting up. 

Kirk was sleeping with Meg's head on his chest, holding her tight to him. | smirked, some night guard you are 

my friend, it was your turn to watch. Meg's hand moved on his chest and his arm pulled her closer. | sighed. | 
would give anything to have that.. with.. | looked across the fire, but Alexia wasn't there. 


| grabbed my sword and jumped to my feet, looking around. Please don't tell me she wandered somewhere alone. 
Where could she go? | made my way to the wooded area just beyond the rocks, trying to listen for any noise. 
Nothing... 


A sudden low roar echoed in the hills, sending a cold flash down my spine. Alex! | ran as fast as | could in the 
direction of the repeated roars. As soon as | jumped out of the woods to a small lake, my blood froze in my 


veins at the sight in front of me. 


Alex was standing half way in the water with her side to me, with a pale face and wide open eyes. Her arms 
were stretched out in front of her as a weak protection against huge brown bear, that was standing on his 
back paws, towering over the water just few feet away from her. The beast opened its mouth and released 


another chilling roar. 


"Alex!" | jumped between her and the bear, raising my sword, and her hands immediately grabbed onto my 


shoulder. 

The bear dropped on all four legs, surprised by my sudden appearance. | stepped forward, looking right at the 
beast's eyes, and he lowered his head, stepping back, sensing that he was up against a bigger prey. | made 
another step forward and the beast backed up again, then turned and retreated into the woods. 

| waited a few more minutes, keeping my sword up, making sure he was gone before turning to Alex. | could 
only imagine how scared she was, facing that monster alone. | pulled her shaking body close to mine and she 
wrapped her arms around me. 

"Is over.. he is gone.. I'm here." | ran my hand over her wet hair, feeling her trembling in my arms. 

"| left my sword at the camp and." He voice came out in a whisper. 


"What were you thinking going alone?" | moved her hair from her face and pulled her chin up. 


"I. | couldn't sleep.. and." Her wide open eyes, sparkled in the moonlight, pushing everything around into 


nonexistence and pulling me in. | could've lost her.. my arms tightened around her. 


Her lips gasped, just a few inches away from mine, captivating me. Just one kiss.. all | want is one kiss... | 
lowered my head, bringing my lips closer to hers and she stopped shaking, tensing up but not pulling away. And 
| lost my head, giving in to my feelings. My lips reached to hers and | felt warm shivers making their way 


over my body. Hands tightened on her waist as | slowly grazed her lips with a tender caress until she gave in 
to my desire, parting her lips. The thirst for more rose up in my core, and | deepened our kiss. The world 


around us melted as our tongues met, quickly increasing the passion between our lips. 

Her breasts were pressing against my chest, burning my skin through my wet shirt and | suddenly realized 
that | was holding her naked body in my arms. That thought turned the blood in my veins into fire, bringing a 
soft moan from my chest. My hands moved lower, bringing her closer to me, but she slowly pulled away from 
my lips. Oh... please... no.. 

"James... |.. | need to dress.." She stepped back, lowering her head and covering her chest with her arms. 


"Alex." 


"Please.. don't." Her eyes filled with tears and | felt an iron grip squeezing my heart. | turned and walked out of 
water, stopping at the edge of the trees. Why does it have to be like that? | have to deliver you into the 


hands of another man | can't.. 


| grabbed onto a tree branch, crushing it in my hand with anger. 


XIL. 


xII. 


(Alexia's POV) 


| got dressed as quickly as | could, shaking with the cold from the morning breeze on my wet body and burning 
from the inside. | could physically feel the pain of my consciousness and my heart fighting in a brutal battle, 
both bleeding heavily. 


On the way to our camp James was silent, he wasn't even looking my way. I'm sure I'd hurt him, by pushing 
him away, but | had to. That kiss pulled me off balance, making my heart renew it's attacks and my mind got 
completely scrabbled That strong urge that rose up in me scared me so much, | had to pull back, afraid that | 
would never be able to leave his arms if | held on even one second longer. 

When we got back, Meg and Kirk were just waking up, and didn't notice our absence. We readied our horses and 
after a fast meal, we were on our way. My insides were screaming not to go and it seemed my horse had 
read my mind and was dragging it's feet, slowly following the others, | didn't try to hurry it, too preoccupied 
with my thoughts. Meg and Kirk were talking to each other time to time turning and slowing down when | got 
too far behind. 


After the midday stop Meg decided to ride with me, | was glad that she would keep me company, distracting 
me from my heavy thoughts. 


"Alex, | know something is wrong, tell me, what happened between you and James last night." 
"He saved me from a bear.." | sighed. 
"A bear! When? Where? | didn't hear anything.’ Her eyes widened. 


"| decided to go to the waterfall alone.. | wasn't thinking. The bear appeared out of nowhere and it would've 


attacked me, if James hadn't come to my rescue." 

"Oh, Alex! You mast have been so scared! Good thing James got there in time!" 

"He did.." | took a deep breath. 

“Alex... | know you.. facing a bear wouldn't make you mope all day. Is something else happened?" 


"l. he.. he hugged me, and we.. we kissed.” 


"He kissed you?! Oh Alex, you got your first kiss from a man you love! Aaand?" She was looking at me with a 
wide smile. 


"And.. | pushed him away.." | sigh, remembering James' face when | stepped back 

‘Oh, Alex! Why?" 

‘| was completely naked.. and what | felt scared me." 

"Alex." | didn't let her finish. 

"Meg.. tell me, how does it feel to be with someone you love?" 

She looked at me, then closed her eyes. 

"I can't explain it.. it's amazing." Her eyes stayed closed for few minutes, then she opened them and looked at 
Kirk, and as if he'd felt her gaze, he turned around with a smile. | could almost see the invisible tie between 
them. 

"I'm so happy for you Meg!" 

"Yeah.. too bad | can't stay with him." 

"Meg.." 

"| won't leave you! End of conversation!" She turned away from me. 

You'll have no choice but to stay.. 

By evening it started to rain, but thankfully we came upon a small village. We decided to stay over night and in 
the morning look for a horse for Meg. After a short meal, Meg pulled me to my room, trying to make it 
ready for the night's rest, eager to return to Kirk. | couldn't blame her. | watched her quickly make my bed, 
she was murmuring some happy song, smiling at her thoughts. 


| hope you have a good night, finally sleeping in a normal bed after so many nights on the ground” 


"Thank you Meg, | hope you have a good night too." | give her a kiss and pulled fur over my body, enjoying the 
softness of the bed. 


She brushed her hand over my hair. "You know.. there are ways to fool a man in believing that he is your 
first, even if he isn't." 


"Why are you telling me that?" | felt my face blush. 


"Just thought that you're too innocent and didn't know that.. no reason" She picked up one of the candles and 
walked to a door. "Sleep well, my Lady. Call me if you need anything." 


| closed my eyes, but Meg's words were pounding in my head. Why did she have to tell me that! 


| can't.. that would be a lie.. can |? From what | know about my husband to be, all he wants is a wife who can 
give him a son, to carry out his blood line. And he chose me, because he needs my land.. but if he founds out 
that I'm not pure.. Meg's words returned to my mind. He may never know.. and | can at least.. no.. it would be 
a lie.. Otto doesn't expect me to love him, even if he did, | would never.. my heart will forever belong to 


James.. but he expects me to be pure. | can't.. 


| will never know how it feels to be loved.. to be with someone you love..The memory of James’ arms around 
me flooded my mind making me remember the taste of his lips.. the feeling of pleasure.. | sighed, | will never 


feel that again.. 


| tossed and turned in my bed, reasoning with my consciousness, trying to chase the image of James' body 
pressed to mine away, but it started a fire in my blood that | was powerless to contain. | got up, wrapped my 
cape over my naked body, and started pacing from wall to wall in the small room before finding my self at the 


door. What am | doing? | can't.. | turned back and sat down on the bed, shaking. 

Ill never know how it feels to love and be loved.. leaving the rest of my miserable life and never knowing.. 
never! | can't live like that.. I'd rather die.. Meg's words slithered into my distressed mind and | stood up 
walking to the door. | may have to sacrifice my happiness for my country, but at least | can have a taste of 


what l'm giving up. | can have a few days of happiness and then.. then my heart can die.. forever.. 


| walked out of my room, tightly holding cape around my shaking body. My feet stopped by James’ room and | 
took a deep breath, opening the door. 


(James POV) 


"James.."Alex was standing by my bed with her cape tightly wrapped around her body. "James.. lay with me.." 


Her eyes were shining in the light of the fireplace, arabesques of fire were dancing on her face. | stood up, 


looking at the sight in front of me, feeling myself drowning in her eyes. 


"Alex." | reached and pulled her to me and she let go of her cape, letting it slide opened, revealing her naked 


body. 


She placed her arms on my chest, pressing her body to me. "Love me.." 


Her fingers ran to my hair and the warmth of her breath on my chest sent shivers of need through me. | 
tilted her chin up, looking into her eyes. 


"You sure you know what you're doing?" 

| was never so sure in my life. | can't fight it anymore." Tears started to drop from her eyes. "I want the 
memory of you, that | can keep.. so when he..” She took a deep breath. "I will never love him.. my heart wil 
forever belong to you." 

My heart skipped, breaking at the thought of that she meant. She wanted me to be with her before we 
reached our destination.. | won't deliver her to that animal, | can't let her go. | pulled her closer, breathing in 


smell of her hair. My heart raced, spilling words that were on my mind since | had met her. 


"Alex.. | can't offer you a life you are accustomed to, | don't have a castle.. all | can offer is my love and my 
protection.. if that is enough for you.. stay with me." 


"James... | can't.. you have no idea how much | want to, but | can't." Her eyes were looking at me with a plea 
My heart jumped to my throat and! wrapped my arms around her. "I love you, and | promise to find a way to 
get your country back, there had to be a way.. we can figure it out.. together, we can go back there and take 
control of your army. | do what ever it takes to help you to restore your father's legacy. | give you my word. 
Please stay with me.. marry me.." 

"| never thought that it could be another way.. l.. | love you." She pulled me closer to her lips and | felt a 
wave of heat as our tongues touched and started dancing together. She parted from my lips with a sigh. "l'm 


yours.. forever... my husband." 


Oh... Alex!" By the will of the Gods, she is mine! My heart filled with overwhelming happiness and | clung to 
her, unable to hold my tears. She smiled and brushed her hands through my hair. 


"Love me, My Lord” 
"What did you just called me?" | pulled back and looked into her smiling eyes. 
| accepted your proposal, that made you the Lord of Chersoness." She laughed at my expression 


"Lord? Me?" 


"Yes, my Lord, get used to it." She giggled, stepping away and lowering her head in a half bow. "My Lord" 
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"My Lady." | pulled her back to me, devouring her lips. 


| grasped her in my arms, taking her cape off, and carefully laid her on the bed. My hands ran over her body, 
followed by my lips. Her naked flesh was calling to me, pulling me in, teasing and promising pleasure. Her nipples 
grew hard under my fingers, begging for my lips. She answered to that with a moan and curved to me, holding 


on tight to my shoulders, pressing me closer. 


"I never thought.. it could feel like that.. oh.. I've never.. done this before." She whispered into my skin, almost 


apologizing with her tone. 
"Done what?" | breathed out not stopping caressing her breasts with my lips. 
"This. You know. I've never.." 


"You've never?." She's.. a virgin.. Gods, | should have guessed that! That kiss at the lake.. the way she was 
following my lead, almost as if she didn't know what to do.. 


"No." She gasped as | moved my lips to her neck, tasting her soft skin, sucking it in and slowly moving my hand 
over her stomach until it reached the curls between her legs. | slipped my finger partially into her wetness 
and with a quick and shallow breath, she parted her legs slightly. Oh Gods.. | want her so much right now and | 
have to... | have to be gentle.. 


| breathed a moan into her skin and added a mate to the finger still inside her, feeling slight resistance. She 
curved her back at the ever deepening strokes probing into her and | felt her tighten around my fingers that 
would soon be replaced by something much larger. | gently withdrew my fingers but kept my hand on her 
pelvis, that raised up in urge. | imagined how it would feel to trust into her pure body, feeling that tightness 


around my cock and moaned. 

"| don't want to hurt--.." 

She pressed her lips to mine not letting me finish, her hands glided on my back, pulling me to her. 

"Make me yours.” 

"Alexia." A loud growl escaped my throat. 

| have to be.. | felt her hands slide lower, pulling on my pants and rubbing over my hardness. Oh.. She is killing 
me! | need to.. Oh.. dear Gods.. | have to be gentle.. be patient.. Her lips closed on mine and | lost control of my 
clouded mind, quickly maneuvering to remove my pants as her arms wrapped around my waist and urged me 

closer. She felt my pulsating hardness against her body and parted from the kiss. Her eyes widened when she 


gasped at sight of my erection. 


"Oh. James!" | saw her cheeks blush as her eyes pulled away, then came back to my hardness. 


| couldn't help but smile at her innocent reaction. Oh Gods.. | want her so much right now and | have to... | 


have to be gentle.. 


| took her hand and placed it on my cock, urging her to slowly stroke me, as my lips returned to her breast 
and gently rolled the tip of it between them, bringing a moan from her throat. 


"James... love me.. take me.. make me yours.." Her feverish whisper burned through my body. | couldn't wait 


any longer.. | needed to be inside of her. 


| pushed my knee between her legs, pulling myself on top of her and settling my entire weight on her writhing 
body. As we kissed, | guided myself into her slowly, carefully eased just barely inside of her. | clenched my 
teeth, fighting the feral urge to take her fast. Be.. uh.. gentle.. mmmmn.. oh.. fuck.. baby..you are so.. oh. 


| lowered myself more, feeling her resisting flesh against my cock, | pushed in with more pressure and it split, 
letting me deeper. She clenched and shuddered but raised her hips slightly to further drive my swollen 


member into her. | could feel her pulsating around my cock and | pull back, trying to read her face. 
“Alex.. are you okay?" 


She moaned, pulling my closer and raised under me again, driving me even deeper. | didn't want to hurt her, but 
my body acted without my mind and moved in with a growl, pulling out only to move further in. | had to get all 


my will power pulling back, trying to hold myself and give her time to answer me. 
"Are you all right?" My voice came out in low hoarse whisper. 


"Don't stop.." She gasped, and her body language said much more, arching against mine. | slid in with moan and 
her legs parted more, letting me closer. | started moving in and out of her with a slow rhythm, feeling waves 


of fire burning through my body with every thrust. 


With every withdrawal, she arched her hips to meet me coming in, moving in sync. | kept up the rhythm that 
she had set with each stroke, sliding my engorged flesh deep into her. All my senses pinpointing at the rising 


pleasure. 


"| love you.. James.. mmmnnnn.." Her eye were burning with the reflection of flames, lips partially open, gasping 


with my movements. Her moans resonated in my blood, speeding up my thrusts. 


"Oh... Alex.. you're mine.. forever." | got a hold of the skin on her neck, sucking it into my mouth. She arched 


under me, increasing her rhythm. 


“James. l.. l.. Oh.. Oh..James!" | drove my cock deep inside of her and she paused for second feeling her body 
shudder in orgasm. With each of my fast and deep thrusts | felt her tightening around me in spasms, | 
couldn't hold my seed any longer and it splashed deep inside of her. 


Oh... yes. mmnm.. Alex." My body twitched, releasing the last drops before | collapsed on top of her, kissing 


her face and neck. 
"James. is it always like this?" She tried to catch her breath. 


‘Only if you're in love." | grasped her in my arms, burying my face in her hair and breathing in her smell. | 
could stay in this bliss forever.. 


(Alexia's POV) 


| cuddle to James’ side, the warmth of his body next to mine filling my heart with a feeling of belonging. | can't 
believe | wasted so much timel If I'd only known what | was missing.. | could've had all this from the beginning. 


His arms wrapped around my body and | melted under the gaze of his blue eyes.. Oh..Gods.. l'm so happy! 
"Alex.. | love you so much." James’ voice made me shiver, he felt it and slid his hand over my side. 

"I love you too.. James." My body answered to his touch with a heat wave, my hand flew to his chest. 

His hand travel to my face and he slowly moved his thumb over my lips, which immediately parted with a 
gasp. He smiled, tracing my lips and pulled me into a tender kiss, but as soon as our tongues met in a wild 
dance his lips became more demanding. 

| felt my heart racing in response to his urge and a light moan that escaped my mouth made him tighten his 
arms around me. His hand moved to my breast, but even before he reached it, my nipples grew harder in 
anticipation of the caress. 

He squeezed it lightly, circling the tender part with his fingers, he let go of my lips, pulling me up and letting 
his lips close on my sensitive tip, his tongue twisting in a round motion. My body arched in desire to get closer 
and | couldn't hold back a loud moan. 


"Oh.. James.. | love that." 


He turned his attention to my other breast, sliding one of his hands lower on my back, sending ripples of fire 
through my body. | pressed my hips to him, burning with need to feel him moving inside of me again. His eyes 


darkened with urge, as his horse whisper sent warm air over my skin. 
"Alexia.. are you.. still sore?" 


"A liHle.. but | want more." | bent my knee, moving it lustfully over his leg and up to his hip. He got hold of it 
and rolled onto his back, pulling me on top of him. | felt his hardened shaft under me and my groin pulsated 


with urge as he pushed his pelvis to me with a moan. When my hips grind over his erected flesh, he gasped 
and set me upright, retuning his hands to my hips and pulling me carefully onto him. 


"Please. stop me.. if it hurts." | feel him entering me and the pulsations in my groin increased. 


"But it hurts.. so.. good." | bent my head back, arching my back and letting him deeper. He pulled my hips up 
only to push me back onto him with a low growl. Oh.. Gods.. that feel so amazing.. His voice echoed my 


thoughts. 
“Oh... so.. good.” 


Deep thrusts were followed by my moans that | was unable to hold in my chest. With every move | felt him 
entering me, | pushed down, felling wave after wave of heat rising up and plunging back into my groin. My 


movements increased in speed, building the climax deep with in me. 


He let me set the pace, moving his hands to my breasts, and rolled both nipples with his fingers, pulling me to 
him as my body rode his shaft, bending back with every full length plunge of his aroused flesh. Strong shivers 
hit my body like lightning and | felt my body seizure in a wave of burning joy. Lips fell apart pushing a loud 


moan. 
“Oh... Gods..." 


He raised his hips to meet my every clench, gazing into my eyes. When the last of my surge left my body, he 
picked me, turning me under him. His lips captured mine with hunger as his thrusts became faster, releasing 
the animal in me | never knew | had. My hands slid down his back, sinking nails into his skin, and he growled, 
lightly biting my lip. | answered to that with a moan and pulled him closer, feeling another wave of orgasm 
building in my body fast. | let my teeth trace small bites on his jaw, moving to his neck He moan and his 


strokes became rougher. 


‘James... l.. almost." | gasped for air, feeling ripples of peak shaking my body. He drove into me few more times 


and | felt him releasing his seed inside of me, and sending me into another peak of ecstasy. 


Oh... Alex! Baby." His body collapsed on mine, waiting for out breathing to slow down As we lay in each other 
arms | pray to Gods not to send me anymore into the future world. | was happy here, with my love. | closed 
my eyes, resting my head on James’ strong chest. The fire was crackling softly and | could hear James' heart 


beating peacefully right next to me. This is where | belong.. 


XII. 


XIII. 


(Kirk's POV) 


| felt movement by my side and opened my eyes. Room was still dark, lit only by the fire in the corner, but | 
could see Meg sitting on the bed, putting her shirt on. 


"Do we have to get up already?" | reached over and pull her back under the covers, she turned to me with 


giggle. 


| have to check on Alex.. it's my job you know." | slid my hand under her shirt, scrunching it up and brushing 


my thumb over her nipple. 


"Kirk.. you're playing with fire, stop it." But her body moved opposite from her words as she pressed her 
breast into my hand. 


Okay... I'l stop.." | pulled her shirt off, sliding her closer. 


‘Oh... You didn't have enough last night?" She moved her body lower, grinding her hand against my lower 


stomach. 

‘Mmmmnnn.. no.. | want more." | gasped when her hand reached my hardened flesh. 
"Hm. | guess | have to help you with that." 

"Please do." | raised my hips, pushing into her hand. 


She gave me a wicked look and laid slow kisses down my stomach. Oh. she is.. going to.. oh yes.. my body 
started to shake with impatience. "Oh.. Meg.." 


She giggled as her lips deliberately slow danced around on the skin just above my erection. She moved lower.. 


uh.. just a bit closer.. and when | thought that she would finally.. 
She lifted her head up, looking at me with a devilish grin. "I really need to go.. and check on Alex.." 
"Uh... Meg." My voice, filled with desperation, brought a smile to her face. 


"But you.. look so delicious." She lowered her head, still looking into my eyes and flipped her tongue over the tip 


of my cock, sending shivers through my body. | raised my hips in an attempt to get closer to her oh-so- 
desirable mouth, but she pulled back, biting her lip. Oh.. you little teaser.. that is so cruell 


"Please." | looked at her with a plea and she laughed. 
Oh... no.. not the puppy eyes! Oh baby." She grazed her tongue over the tip and as soon as she locked her lips 
around it | couldn't help but push up, eager to get into her. She took me in, twisting her tongue around. Oh.. 


that feels so.. uh.. fuck.. 


She pulled back and moved on again, placing one of her hands around the base of my cock while the other hand 


cupped my balls, massaging the tender skin and pulling on it lightly. Oh.. that | so.. oh.. mmmmnnn... 
My breathing increased with the speed of her movements. My body was completely under her control and | 
bucking against her, answering to every touch with moans. | was so close.. this girl.. drives me.. up the wall.. 


oh... l'm.. 


She twisted her hand, pulling the skin on the base and turning her head the opposite way, sliding down at the 


same time and bringing a growl from my throat. 
"Oh... yes... uh...” 


She answered my moan by adding tongue pressure and my senses overloaded with pleasure. | gasped for air, 
grabbing at the fur covers with my hands and convulsing in orgasm. After the last drop drained into her, she 


pulled back and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She bit her lip and smiled at me. 
"Was it as good as you expected?" 

| pulled her up to me. "That was.. unbelievable... amazing." 

She lowered her eyes. "Kirk.l hope you don't think that.. that tm a whore.. or anything like that." 
"Meg! | would never." She placed her finger on my mouth, silencing me. 


'|.. | was interested.. in sex.. and Alex's brother always had these wild parties.. all drunk.. they weren't exactly 
hiding.. and | saw.. | watched.. that's how | learned all this.. I've only been with a guy once before you." 


| love you Meg." 
‘| love you too." She clung to me. "I don't want to leave you.. | hope our plan works.. 


"Your plan worked on me.. it drove me absolutely crazy sitting so close.. | checked well and there is absolutely 


no way To find riding horses in this village." 


"Hehehe.. Great! I'll go wake Alex up, but you can stay in bed a bit longer." She kissed my cheek, pulling away 


from my arms. 

After she left | stretched out on the bed, enjoying touch of the soft fur on my skin. | was the happiest guy in 
the world! I'd do anything to stay with Meg. If our plan fails, I'll go with her. | dread to work for that monster, 
but | will not lose Meg. | stood up and started to dress, but as soon as | pulled my pants on, the door flew 
open. 

"Kirk! She's not in her room!" 


"What do you mean?" | jumped up, quickly pulling my shirt on. 


"She is not there.. Kirk, | think she left.. so | can't follow, | know her, she would do that! Oh no! She's 


somewhere alone.." Meg's face turned pale. 


"Don't panic yet. Lets wake James and we can catch her, she couldn't possibly have gotten too far." | walked 
through the door with Meg following me. 


"I hope so.. Oh..no.. if she took one horse.. that leaves us only one." 

| opened the door to James’ room. 

"James! Oh..." | stopped dead in my tracks with open mouth, stunned at the scene in front of me. 

James lay on his back with Alex's head on his chest, his arms tightly holding his treasure. Meg pushed into 
the room and her face lit up with a smile, as she let out a small gasp. James opened his eyes, protectively 
pulling the covers over their bodies. 

"Forgot how to knock?" He raised his eyebrow. 

"Um.. sorry." | couldn't hold back my wide smile and looked down, 

"Alex. I'll. later... just call me.." Meg tugged on my arm, pulling me out. 


We closed the door and looked at each other. 


"Finally!" Both of us whispered at same time. | picked Meg up in my arms and spun her around. 


XN. 


XIV. 

(Alex POV) 

Chilly air moved my hair and | ran my arm over the bed in search of James, nothing.. | opened my eyes, no.. 
not this again, | don't want to be here! The window was open and the sea breeze moved the curtains once 
again | shudder and hid my face under the blanket. | just needed to live this day here, and then I'd be back.. | 
got up and started my morning routine. 

When | finally got to the kitchen | noticed a big book on the table, that's right, we were suppose to chart out 
our European trip. | sat at the table with my coffee and opened the book. Here it is, Europe. In all it's glory, 
with all those countries. Wait.. what? | stared in disbelieve at the map, feeling chills making their way up my 
back. 

What is this? | remember geography, especially Europe, this is not it! | closed my eyes and counted to ten 
Okay, lets try it again. | opened my eyes, but nothing had changed. The borders of the well known countries 
were wrong, | couldn't find Poland, Finland, Ireland, Switzerland, Germany and many others. What is this? 

The border of England stretched through half of Europe, and the other half was the Ottoman Kingdom, then 
the Russian Kingdom. Italy and France were shrunk to half of their size. What the.. | looked at the cover of the 
book. ‘Maps of the world’ published in 1985. 

"Oh good, you're awake! So, what do you think? Where should we start?" Meg dropped on the stool by me. 
"l'm.. not sure. if I'm awake." 

Meg smirked at me and continued. 


| was thinking, we could start here in Russia, then drive to Ottoman, and then fly to England. What you think?" 


Okay, she said it, I'm not the only one seeing this country that's not supposed to exist. Ottoman! You're kidding 
me right? 


"Whatever you want.. | guess.. | would like to visit Chersoness.." 


"You mean the place where it was? | plan to do that, that is the part when we drive in Ottoman" She was 


tracing her finger over the map. 


"I though it was part of Russia.. no?" | try not to look at the map. 


"Maybe ages ago, get your head out of the history! We looking at the current world maps, not ancient ones." 
I'm okay, with whatever you plan." | couldn't wrap my mind over the facts. Why had it changed? What 
happened? Am | in an alternate reality? | remember maps from school, and this was not right. Something was 
very wrong.. beside the part that | was in the wrong time.. 


"Hey, we need to shop for the trip!" Meg's face lit with smile. 


Oh.. | hate shopping! She will pull me from store to store.. it's going to be a hard day.. just need to get through 
it and go back. Back in my time, where l'm happy.. back home, back to James. 


(James POV) 

Kirk and Meg quickly vanished behind the door, both with a wicked smiles. Alex moved her hand on my chest 
and | pressed her closer. | couldn't believe my lucky stars, she's mine! | kissed her forehead, unable to hold a 
sigh. 

"James?" Her sleepy voice brought a smile to my face. 


"Yeah..." 


| didn't want to get out of the bed, | didn't want to let her out of my arms. | turned to her pressing her naked 


body to mine. A shy smile appeared on her face. 

"| didn't think about that yesterday.. coming here.. | can't come out wearing just a cape." 

"IIl ask Meg to bring you some clothes." | smiled remembering the beginning of last evening. 

"I wish | could stay in bed with you all day.. but | think we need to get back on the road." She ran her hand 
over my chest and | felt my heart dropping down, cut with her words. Oh.. no.. Please don't tell me that all 
this was nothing, and you still want to go as planned.. | thought she become my wife last night.. did | miss 
something? 


"Alex.. | thought you and I." 


"To get home faster, where | belong, with you.. my husband" She looked in my eyes and a warm feeling filled 


my body. 


Home.. yeah.. home, our home. | can't believe it.. she's mine.. forever.. | wanted to jump around, screaming it all 


out-loud. Instead | just hug her closer and she laughed under my kisses covering her face. 


"If we stay in bed longer, our friends will start looking for us." 
Oh. that's right, she slept through that part.. 


"l'Il go and find Meg," | dragged my self out of bed and she propped her head on her hand, watching me. | 
deliberately slowly stretched and started to dress. | looked back at her and she lowered her eyes, laughing. 


"Tease!" 


| found Kirk and Meg in the court yard, just sitting at the table, both looking guilty. What now? Are they just 


sorry they ran into my room, or.. 
"What are you two up to?" Both jumped up at the sound of my voice. 


"Um.. nothing.. well.. we're down one horse.. so, you and Alex have to ride together." Kirk flashed one of his 


innocent smiles at me. 

"And how exactly did we lose Alex's horse, may | ask?" 

| sold it to a guy, who left last night” Kirk's smile grew wider. 

"Are we in need of money?" 

"No, we were in need of.. pushing you and Alex.. together." He glanced at a giggling Meg and smiled. 
"Meg, Alex needs some clothes.. can you..” | sat at the table by Kirk 

"Clothes? Why? Never mind I'll ask her." She quickly disappeared inside of the house. 


"So.. when do we leave? And most importantly where are we going?" Kirk looked at me and | couldn't hide my 


smile. 


"Home, we're going home Kirk" 


XV. 


XV. 
(Kirk's POV) 
The girls finally came out for breakfast and we got up, waiting for them to take their place at the table. 


"My Lady." | let Alex pass by me and took my cup off the table before turning to Meg. She lowered her head 


and bowed in front of James with a devilish smile playing on her lips. 

"My Lord" 

| almost choked on my drink "What did you call him?" 

‘| called him My Lord." She slid closer to me on the bench, placing a quick kiss on my cheek 


"Lord? James? Hahahha.. Oh... my.. Gods! Lord.. when did he become a Lord?" | quirked my eyebrow and looked 


at Alex's smiling face. 

"Last night.. when he asked me to marry him.. and l.. did." She lowered her eyes and blushed. 

"Don't you have to have a ceremony for that? | mean a marriage ceremony?" 

Meg giggled at my side. "Not by the rules of our country. ‘If Lady Alexia of Chersoness gives herself to a 
man, and calls him her husband, then that man is to take the title of The Lord of Chersoness, and is to be 
recognized by all as her rightful husband. Only Lady Alexia can remove this title from that man: It's written in 


our law and no one is allowed to change that." 


"Oh.. Do | have to call him that?" | looked at smirking James, trying to put the title of ‘Lord’ to his appearance. 
Really? 


"I think you should, considering he has the power to give me away.. as his servant." Meg placed another kiss on 


my face. 
"Wait... what?" 


"You have to ask him for my hand.. unless you changed your mind and don't want me anymore.." Her face 


turned to a deliberately sad expression. 


"So he holds the power to make me the happiest man in this world?" | glanced at James. 


He will tease me.. | just know it.. Okay.. here it goes.. | stood up and stepped closer to my friend, lowering to 
one knee and looking straight into his eyes. Okay.. this is a little awkward.. 


"James... | mean.. Lord James.. l'm asking you for the hand of this beautiful woman, to be my wife." Very 


awkward.. His face suddenly turned serious and he pulled me up. 

"You can have her. And Kirk. swear right now to never stand on your knees in front of me, | really hate 
that..we've been friends for a long time, more like brothers, please never do that again.. and don't call me 
Lord" 

‘Okay.. My Lora." | smiled at him. 

"Kirk! Don't!" James stepped closer. 

"Yes, My Lord!" | ran to my horse and jumped onto the saddle. "What ever you say, My Lord!" 

"Ill hurt you if you don't stop!" He followed me, saddling his horse. 

"You'll have to catch me first.. My Lord!" | used that moment to ride by the table where Meg was waiting for 
me already standing on the bench. | helped her and hit the horse's sides, sending it into gallop, laughing and 


looking back. 


James stopped for a second by Alex, grasping her with his arm and placing her in front of him with one move 


before turning to me. 


"You're sooo dead!" 


(James POV) 


More than half a day of riding left my body aching with need, Gods help me! Alexia's body pressed to mine 
was driving me absolutely insane. All this was building up for so many days of travel, and now when | finally 
got her | couldn't get enough. My lips were drawn to her neck and face. | could feel her thigh right by my 
groin, moving, rubbing.. fuck..This was a torture! By the end of the day I'll go completely feral. Where are those 


damn hills? 
| looked back at Kirk and Meg, and saw them through the trees in a deep lip lock. Well, I'm sure Kirk feels the 
same as | do. | still can't believe how everything turned out.. last time we were passing through here | was 


sure she would never be with me.. and now she is in my arms.. my wife.. 


The plan was to stop at the same place we stopped on the way to Serdica. We were moving slow last time, and 


it took us a full day, Today we were in a gallop most of the time, so we had to get there faster. Except for 
this forest part, we had to slow down here. Fucking trees! But on the other hand.. they provided some needed 
shade and cover for us from Kirk and Meg's eyes... yay! 

| let go of the reins and caressed Alex's body, unable to hold back my desire. She got hold of my hands and 
pressed them to her, a soft moan coming from her slightly parted lips. She slid her hand through my hair and 
| could barely hold a growl. | pulled her in for a kiss and when her lips met mine, my hand cupped her breast 


and her hands moved to my chest, sliding inside my shirt.. Oh.Gods! How much longer? I'm dying here! 


We finally passed through the forest and | saw the oh-so-welcoming hills. Thank Gods! | hit the sides of my 
horse and it sped up, Alex laughed and got hold of my neck. 


‘James, is there a fire somewhere?" Her blue-green eyes smiled at me. Yes! Fire! You should feel my body 


burning under your touch. 

"Can't wait to be alone with you.." She bit her lip and softly kissed my neck. Oh.. really can't wait! Need a plan.. 
can't think.. waterfall.. that's a nice hidden place.. uh.. 

(Kirk POV) 

When we reached our camp ground, the sun was still high in the sky. After everything was set up, the girls 
decided to have a refreshing swim, leaving us to talk about our plans for the night. Everybody was thinking the 


exact same thing, we needed privacy. 


"Kirk.. so." James sat down by me and started to break small branches from the firewood, getting ready to 


start the fire. 


"Yeah... | know.. that is a little sensitive issue.." | continued to place rocks to surround the fire bed. "We can go 


for a walk like last time... and you stay here." 

"| was thinking of the waterfall.. place of our first kiss." 

"Great then we can go the opposite way, where we were.. hm.. last time." 
He smiled and turned to me. "When?" 


"| guess we have to wait on--" A sudden scream from the distance brought both of us to our feet in seconds. 


(Alex's POV) 


Meg stepped out of the water and picked up her clothes, she put her shirt on and looked back at me. 
"I think I'll go check on the guys." 


Ill stay and swim a bit longer if you don't mind" | pushed myself under the water and surfaced just to hear 
Meg's high pitched scream. 


"Aaaaaaaaaooal!" 

"What?" | turned, ready to see something horrible. Nothing.. Meg was standing on the rock "What is if?" 
"Snake! There was a snake in my pants!" 

"Where did it go?" | don't like snakes! l'm not terrified of them like Meg, but.. still. my body shivered 


‘It went into the water." She looked at me and | froze. Okay.. it's a big lake.. chances of it finding me is close to 
zero.. plus there aren't any poisonous snakes in this land.. | took a deep breath and swim closer to the shore. 


When | was at chest level in the water, James and Kirk ran out from the trees with their swords, ready to 


fight. 
"What happened? Who screamed?" 
Kirk came closer to Meg and she almost jumped on him. "I did..snake scared me.." 


"Aaaawww, you poor baby!" He picked her up in his arms, and she laid her head on his shoulder, | couldn't help 
but smile. They are so cute together.. Meg gave me a wink, no sight of the fear on her face.. You! You planned 
this? So there is no snake? | relaxed and laughed.. oh Meg.. 


She whispered something in the Kirk's ear, he looked at James, then picked up Meg's clothes and they quickly 
vanished into the trees. We were alone.. so.. should | tease James a little bit? That look on his face.. oh... you 
want it? Well.. come and get it.. a playful smile appeared on my lips. 


(James POV) 


| was completely bewitched by the sight of Alex with water covering her body just above her breasts. Her 
naked shoulders were covered with wet coils of her hair. Oh.. she is so beautiful.. She caught my gaze and 
laughed. | looked to see what Kirk and Meg were doing, but they were gone.. Alone.. Oh.. finally.. Alex. felt a 
rush of heat and quickly pulled my shirt off. By the time | got the rest of my clothes off Alex had moved to 


a small part of the waterfall. 


She was standing on one of the rocks, letting streams of water run down her beautiful naked body. She placed 


her head under the water, letting it wash her hair behind her back and slick it back with her hands, letting my 
eyes hungrily roam over her body..oohhh..want! My flesh jerked with a strong need. Now! 


| splashed into the lake, covering the distance between us in a matter of seconds, pulling myself out of the 
water and stepping behind her. My hands pulled her to me, sliding over her sides as my lips drank the water 
from the stream on her skin.. mmmnn.. tastes so good.. my hands followed the water streams on her chest 


and she bent her arms back, wrapping them around my neck 
"Oh... James." 


Her moan pushed the blood to my groin and | felt hardening pulsation. Oh.. | need to.. can't wait.. my arms slid 
to her hips and | press her to my aching flesh. 


"Alexia." 


She arched in my arms, moving her hair over her shoulder and bracing her self against the rock wall with 
another moan. My cock twitched, sliding between her legs and | growl when her hand reached and guided me 
into her. | rammed in, unable to control my movements, and she pushed her hips back to me, taking all my 
length inside of her pulsating warmth. Uh.. that. | needed that.. oh.. My cock slid deeper and she moaned, 
pushing back. 


| slowly pulled back, feeling every inch of my engorged hardness and roughly plunged back in. She gasped at my 
roughness but moved her hips to meet me. | pulled back, fighting with the desire to move fast.. Oh.. Gods.. 


slow down.. 
‘Sorry. I'll try to be.. uh.. gentle.” 


"No... | like it.. when you can't control yourself." Her feverish whisper-moan was followed by her body bending 
forward in my hands and | couldn't help but push in with another rough stroke. Mnnn... more.. | need more.. My 


movements increased. 


She met every thrust, pushing against the rocks and | became completely taken by the sensation of rising 
pleasure, moving in sync with her hips. Her body arched with the urge to let me deeper, her fingers grasping 
at the rocky wall, water sliding over her back, hitting my burning flesh with every withdrawal, contrasting with 
her warmth and increasing my joy. l'm so close.. | need to wait.. | felt my cock hardening even more inside of 


her. Oh.. going to come.. | can't... hold it.. | breathed out. 
"Alex." Exploding deep inside of her with a low growl. "Uh... yes.” 
"Oh... James." She arched her head back with a moan and convulsed in orgasm, clenching around my cock, 


milking it dry. | pressed her body to mine, kissing the back of her neck. Fuck.. it was good.. and short.. | couldn't 
help it.. there could always be more.. oh.. yes.. I'll need more.. | bit the soft skin on her heck and she winced. 


"Need to cool off?" She pushed me into the water, jumping after me with a laugh. 
"For now.." | caught her body in my arms and pulled her to my lips, tasting her smile. 


| carried her to the shore and laid on the sandy ground, falling by her side and she placed her head on my 


shoulder. 
"James..'m so happy with you..” 
"m happy with you, too." 


She turned her head and looked at my sword that was laying near. Her fingers traced on the writing on the 
handle. 


Its a royal sword.. and that wolf pendant should point on the clan you belong to.. do you remember anything 
from the life as a viking?" 


"Just some flashes... my life with Kirk's family is where my clear memory starts." | ran my hand over her 


face, kissing her shoulder. "| don't remember anything from my childhood.” 
"That is so sad.. but at least you have Kirk, he is your family. As Meg mine." 
"Did you grew up with her?" 


"Our meeting changed my life." 


(Alexia's POV) 


"My father loved me, but he didn't know how to show it to a little girl, he was an honored warrior, a King and 
was always busy. | tried to stay away from my twin brother, he always blamed everything on me, getting me 
in trouble and my father had to punish me by locking me in my room. But most of the time he just let me 
wander around the castle by myself. One day when | was about six years old, | went into the horse stables and 


saw my father and other two men by one amazingly beautiful black horse. 
One of the soldiers had a sword by the horse's neck, the other was pulling on the harness. The horse was 
buckling and looked absolutely wild. A little girl my age was watching them with tears in her eyes, when she 


saw me she whispered. 


"My Lady, save him! Please! They want to kill him!" 


| ran to my father screaming, "Stop! Do hot harm this horse!" My father turned to me with a surprised look 


"Alexia! You do not give orders, unless you have all the information. This beast is unruly, wild, and injured one 
of my best warriors. He will be killed" His face was angry, but | looked straight into my father's eyes, stepping 
closer to the horse. 


"No! No one will harm him!" 
He looked at me, then gave a sign to his quards to let go of the horse. 


‘Okay... this will be a lesson for you, young Lady. You want to give orders, then you have to learn that with 
every order comes great responsibility. You're responsible for this horse's life, he is yours. You will take care 
of him, | forbid any of my servants to come near it. You will feed it, clean his stable and train him. In three 
weeks, if you show me that you can rule it, he lives, if you are unable to do so, you will give the order to put 
him down and watch him die. Do you agree with that, or should | give the order to continue?" 


| breathed in, looking at the beast towering behind my back, and my knees felt weak. The eyes of the black 
beauty were burning with fire, hairs were flaring up with anger. How would | even come close to it? He would 
kill me.. but | couldn't back out in front of my father. For the first time he was talking to me like | was an 
adult. | had to accept this challenge. 


"| agree!" 
The smile slowly vanished from my father's face. 


"So be it" He turned and walked back to the castle, followed by his soldiers, leaving me behind alone with the 
wild beast. 


| looked back at the horse and he slammed both back legs against the stable wall with great power, breaking 
boards in half. My heart jumped in my chest. What had | gotten myself into? The little girl | saw earlier 
stepped from behind the haystack. 


"Thank you, my Lady! And don't worry, I'll help you, he is just scared, he will calm down. Just don't be afraid, 


horses can feel it, and they won't trust you." 


For three weeks | was gaining the trust of Morning Star, that's the name | gave to him. Meg was helping me, | 
was surprised how much she knew about horses. She would hide every time my father or his men came to 
check on me. By the end of the second week | was able to climb on the horse's back without him buckling 
under me and at the end of the third week | could ride him around the arena. 


Meg and | became best friends and we were inseparable after that. In a way, she and Morning Star brought 
me and my father closer. After | passed his test he changed around me and started giving me lessons in 


sword fights and taking me hunting with him. Those were the happiest days of my childhood.. and they went by 
so fast.. he died. my brother took the crown.. and you know the rest of the story.. | met you." 


".and | thank the Gods for bringing you into my life." James lowered his face, brushing his lips against mine. "l 


can't imagine you as a little girl by a wild stallion. you were very brave." 
| was very stubborn." | tried to catch his lips with mine, and he smiled. 
"Would you change anything in your life if you could? Knowing that it would bring you to this moment.." 


"Only one thing." | laid soft kissed on his jaw, whispering against his skin. "| wouldn't have pushed you away 
when you kissed me the first time." 


‘Mmmnnmn... | have more kisses for you.." He grasped my lips, teasing my breasts with his fingers. My body 
answered to his touch with a soft moan | moved my hands along his back, pulling him onto me as his kisses 
become more steamy. | felt his arousal pulsating against my groin and | pressed at his hips, raising mine to 

him, making him growl with desire.. | love that sound.. it makes heat waves run through my body, boiling my 


blood.. 


XVI 


(Alexia's POV) 

In two days of travel we didn't cover much ground, making frequent stops partially to let the horses rest 
from the double weight they had to carry and partially for other reasons. At the end of the second day we 
came upon traveling gypsies. Music and dancing, lots of food, and fires burning in a line to signify star 
alignment was the plan for the night and we accepted the invitation of their Baron to join them in celebration 


of the summer equinox. 


Happy faces were all around us, mirroring how we felt, and everything was just perfect. | left James’ side for 


a second to catch my breath after jumping over the fires and leaned against a tree, laughing with joy. 


"You are not supposed to be here." An old gypsy was standing by my side with a strange look in her dark 
eyes. 


| felt chills running down my spine and my smile disappeared from my face. "What do you mean by that?" 
She motioned for me to follow her, turning time to time to make sure | was still behind her. She pulled the 
side of her tent open, inviting me inside. After | stepped in she tightly closed the entrance and returned her 
gaze to me. 

"You don't have much time here.." 

"Here in this place?" My body started to shiver under her penetrating gaze. 

She shook her head "Here in this world." 


Her words made me hold my breath. No.. this was where | belong! She continued with a sad look on her face. 


“Something happened in the very distant future, connecting two worlds.. through you.." Her eyes warmed up 
"And l'm sorry to tell you, but.. you don't belong here, you died in this world." 


| started here.. | know that.. in my sleep | travel to a different world.. Died?!" My heart jumped and started 
beating faster. 


"Lady Alexia of Chersoness died by the hands of robbers, just by the border of her country, she never woke 
up that night.. she was slayed in her sleep, mistaken for a solder." Gypsy's words gripped into my spine with 


cold finders. 


"How is that possible? I'm here." My mind was trying to get a grip, my racing heart sending my blood to my 
throat, my head spun around making me dizzy. 


"You created this time, here in this world and one in the future.. it's not supposed to be.. so when the stars 
aline at the time of equinox, everything will be set right. You will be back to that point in the future. You have 
to make the right decision and don't allow any interference." 

"How will | know?" This is impossible.. 


"You will." She turned away. "All this will never happen.. everything will be back as it should be.." 


My mind brought up the image of James. It would never happen.. it was never meant to be.. tears clouded my 


eyes. 
"What if | stay here?" 
Its not up to you.. can you make yourself transport at will?" Her eyes returned to me. 


| don't want to lose him! | don't know him in the other world.. will 1?" Faded hope rose in my chest, but gypsy's 
eyes took it away. 


"| can't see that." 

"But if | let that interference happen again, will that bring me back?" 

She stepped closer and took my hand in hers. 

"He was supposed to meet someone that day, join a distant king.. become a great warrior.. later get married to 
a good woman.. you want to erase all that? His children would never be born, nor his childrens children, 
generations of people will never exist.. history will change.. Can you live with that?" 

"No.. | cant." Tears were rolling down my cheeks and she ran her hand through my hair. 

"You do have some time here with him." Her voice softened and she tried to wipe my tears. 

"Will | remember anything?" | looked into her eyes with a plea, waiting for her answer. 


"No one can take your memory away.." She turned and opened the tent covers, letting me out. 


| walked back to the crowd of celebrating people with a bleeding heart, looking at their happy faces dancing 
around the fire. | looked at my friends, Kirk and Meg were hugging and laughing, James was smiling as he 


watched them dance. My heart sank into my stomach, it will never happened.. | came closer and he raised his 


eyes To me. 

"Alex are you all right?" 

| brought a smile to my face, swallowing my tears. "Yeah... lim fine, smoke got into my eyes.." 
| don't want to loose you.. My knees weakened. 


At midnight the planets will aline. only a few minutes.. our last minutes together.. all we can have is.. one last 


kiss.. Oh Gods.. you are so cruel.. 
"James.. hold me tight.. kiss me." | sat down on his lap. | didn't care if people could see us. 


His lips met mine and his arms grasped my body. Goodbye my Love.. I'll never forget you.. 


Loud music busted in my ears and | opened my eyes, bright flashing colorful lights were dancing around the 
bar. No.. no.. no.. My hand flew to my lips, that were still tingling with the last kiss of my love. James... No.. 


please Gods, no.. 
Meg's face with a wide smile highlighted by red and blue flashing lights floated beside me. 
"Here is to our freedom for the summer! Cheers!" She pulled the glass to her lips, taking a shot of Tequila 


| got hold of my glass and emptied it with one gulp, letting the burning liquid splash down my throat. Two tall, 
short haired guys raised their glasses. 


"Here, here!" One of them pulled Meg to the dance floor and she followed him, laughing. 


"Hey Alex, | know how to hypnotize people, wanna try? It's fun!" The guy next to me covered my hand with his. 
His cold fingers reminded me of death and | quickly pulled my hand away. 


There it is! The interference.. the end.or maybe.. All | have to do is say yes, and all will be repeated. I'll be 
back with James.. | held my breath.. | can't. There is nothing | want more.. but | can't. The lump in my throat 
grew bigger, suffocating me.. why.. why me? | can't! | want to go back! Back into his arms! Forever stuck in 
this loop... and if it changes history, hundreds of people will never be born.. all for the love of one man.. my 


heart was trembling in my chest like a bird in the cage, trying to find the way out. 


Screw history! | want to go back! | can't live without him... | can't! 


"So? You want to try?" The guy's smile widened. 

| took a deep breath, fighting my tears. "I can't...” 

"You can't?" His smile faded away. 

"No." | stood up, feeling a crushing heaviness in my chest, and my legs somehow slowly carried me to the door. 
| could barely see it though my tears, and there were smiling faces around me.. pain.. so much pain.. | can't 
breath.. it's over.. I'll never see him again.. never feel his arms.. my chest tightened with a stabbing spasm. 


Never.. 


| stepped out of the bar, hitting the wall behind me with my back, and slid down onto the sidewalk, covering my 
face with my hands, and weeping out loud. It never happened.. 


"Hey, are you okay?" Someone's voice invaded my thoughts. 
"No... I'm not." | whispered, through my tears. 
"Anything | can do?" The voice sounded warm and someone's hand lightly touched my shoulder. 


"I just ripped my heart out with my own hands.." | looked into a pair of big soft brown eyes right in front of 
me. "Can you send me back in time?" 


"No.." The stranger shook his head. 
"Then you can't help me.." | lowered my head back to my knees. 
"You know, everything happens for a reason. maybe it's meant to be." His voice sounded sad. 


"It wasn't meant To be.. it never was.. and now it’s over.. no way back.. l'm stuck here in this world.. without 


him.." | looked back at the stranger. 

"Well, as far as worlds go, this one isn't so bad." His face lit with a charming smile. 
"You think I'm crazy, don't you? Maybe | am.. l'm just.. lost.” 

"You want to join me and my friends for a drink? That may cheer you up." 

"No." | stood up, wiping my tears. "Thank you.." 

"Cliff, my name is Cliff" He stood up, towering over me. 


"Thank you Cliff, have a great night with your friends---" 


"Alex! What the hell? What happened?" Meg ran out from the bar. 

"Meg. | want to go home." | turned to the stranger. "Good night, Cliff" 

He stepped back, letting Meg closer to me. “Good night, | hope you find your way, Alex." 
| gave him a fade smile and pulled Meg to our car. 


"What way? What is he talking about? What is going on? Why did you left without me? Why are you crying? 


And who is he?" Meg was following me. 

"Ill tell you later.. and his name is Cliff." 

| opened the driver side door and dropped into the seat, Meg looked at me through the open window. 
"You want me to drive?" 

"No, not this time." | pushed the key in, turning the ignition. "Get in" 


"Will you tell me what all this about? By the way Cliff is a cutie!” She closed the passenger side door and 
turned to me. 


"Meg, you can stay if you want to.. I'll just wait for you in the car.." 


"Nonsense! Those two guys aren't a big loss.. and Cliff was more into you, than me..” 


XVII. 


XVII. 
Somewhere in 1988.. 
(Alex's POV) 


After my ancient world closed up for me forever, | had no choice but continue my life in modern times with a 
memory of another me. Meg and! went to the Europe, and all the countries were where they were suppose to 
be. History was back to normal. Fucking yay! That trip brought my pain to its highest point and | was glad when 
it was over. Seeing changes in the places that were so fresh in my memory reminded me of how far in the 


past | had left my happiness and my love. 


When we came back | slowly slid into depression, losing interest in everything. | have no idea how | managed to 
graduate college with surprisingly high grades, despite the fact that history become too painful of a subject 


for me. 


A year and a half had passed in complete fog of me living on autopilot. | just didn't know what to do with 
myself. | went through stages of anger and despair, before returning to depression A few times | even 
thought of ending my pain, just sleeping away after taking some pills, but that plan never fully formed in my 


mind, | guess somewhere in my consciousness | knew my death would not bring James back to me. 


| tried to find some meaning for this life, | jumped from one dangerous hobby to another. Somehow, the thrill 
of a moment where | was close to death made me feel more alive. Meg was busy with her father, taking 
photography more seriously and planning to make a career out of it. She always knew what she want, in both 


worlds... 


Meg pulled me out for a few drinks now and then, trying to find me a boyfriend, but | wasn't interested. | 
couldn't even think of dating anyone, my heart was forever belong to a man from an ancient world. Was | 


crazy? Maybe, but | couldn't forget him. 


| never told Meg about my other life or of what happened to me. What was | supposed to tell her? Hey you 
know, l'm really not the girl you knew all this time, not the one you grew up with, although somehow | have 
her memories.. it's too complicated, but really l'm from a thousand years ago. | fell in love with a viking 
warrior in my world and I'm still in love with him. That sounded crazy even for me. | never figured out how or 
why all this happened, all | knew, it wasn't a dream. | really was there, grew up there and somehow here too.. | 
had two lives, both mine.. both vivid and real. 


Some parts of this life were the same, my parents were dead, my brother was an ass, and Meg was my best 
friend. Others were oh-so-different. Both lives were mixed in my mind as if | lived them both, but as time 


passed by, the memory of ancient world somewhat dulled down, all of it except for memory of James. His blue 


eyes were calling to me from the past, making my heart bleed, grieving for my lost love. 


In the middle of the spring of eighty-seven Meg's father brought me a few articles from foreign magazines 
that were using his pictures, asking me to translate them, and after that he got me a job as an understudy of 
the translator for one of the magazines he was working with. It was called The Rolling Stone magazine and 


everyone was thrilled with this new job, everyone but me. 


The last year | spent most of my days in the basement of a huge building, buried in paperwork only to come 


back home and cry myself to sleep with fade hope, and waking up every morning a little more dead inside. 


One day | was asked to clean the shelve with old magazines, as | pulled the first pack down, one of them slid 
out of my hands, dropping to the floor, and opening in the middle. On the bottom of the page there was a 
picture of a long haired guy. Why did he looks so familiar? | picked it up, looking closer at the page and my 
eyes read into the words under the picture. 


"In September 1986, while riding on their tour bus to Stockholm, Sweden, their next tour stop, the band's bus 
had an accident, flipped on its side and killed Cliff Burton instantly.” 


Cliff Burton.. Cliff.. | looked at the picture. Cliff! He was the guy outside the bar who was nice to me on the 
worst day of my life, the day | lost James forever. Oh, no! He's dead? My eyes returned to the date. 
September 198b.. it was almost two years ago.. he died a few months after our meeting.. The memory of that 


day ran through my mind and | sat down, feeling tears dropping out of my eyes and onto the magazine in my 


hands. | looked down at the picture of Cliff. 


"You said this world is not so bad, but look at you, you left it behind.. Rest in peace Cliff.. wherever you are." 


XVII. 


XVIII 


(Meg's POV) 

| dropped the heavy bag on the floor and my father turned to me with an annoyed look 
"There is very fragile content in that bag, you have to be more careful" 

"Dad, everything is packed with foam, every lens, every light, nothing will break" 


"You chose this profession, | didn't ask you to do it. Those are your tools. Even a little scratch will ruin your 


work. You have to be more careful" He turned back to the contents of his bag, pulling multiple cameras out. 


| couldn't help it and stuck my tongue out at him. We'd spent all morning in LA working with Van Halen. The 
photo shoot session was for the cover of the upcoming July issue of Rolling Stone, one of the magazines he 


worked for. In total, we got four full films, all this for a few photos for an article and one for the cover. 


He let me use one whole film by myself as an addition to his three. Kind of a test, to see how | could handle 
this job. He was thinking of letting me start my own projects under his name, but wanted to make sure | was 
worthy. He was well known in the photography world, he had worked with many celebrities, so if my name was 


to be added to his, he wanted absolute perfection from me. 


| did my best, trying to ignore the guys from the band, who were joking around, inviting me for drinks after 
the photo shoot. | was all professional and | think my father acknowledged that, but he just couldn't help to pick 
at something. Yes, | dropped the fucking bag, it was heavy and my arms hurt after holding and moving the 
lights around all morning. And not one good word! He turned to me with a smile, as if he'd read my thoughts. 


"You did good, let's see what came out of all of this." 

A small pat on the back before he'll go over every picture | took, pointing out the flaws in positioning the lights 
and wrong angles. | know he did that for my own good, but sometimes he was too critical of my work. | picked 
up my bag and pulled my camera out, following him to the dark room. 

My father's official office and home was in New York, but he rented a house in San Francisco, just because he 
wanted to be closer to me. But with his traveling, he was rarely home, his work was his life, this was one of 


the reasons my mother had left him. 


| stayed with my mother after the divorce, but reconnected with my father when | was sixteen He'd just 


come back from South Africa with a load of amazing pictures and | got infected with the disease called 
photography. 


He taught me all he knew and after five years of hard work, | was so proud when he added a few of my 
works to his masterpieces on the walls and ask me if | would consider becoming a pro. That was the greatest 


sign of appreciation. 


As much as | wanted to just drop onto the couch and rest, | knew we needed to finish our work. My father 
had an appointment later with a local metal band and he had no time to spare. | had plans too, | planned a 


party, my birthday party. 


| sighed, looking at my father's back in the red light of the dark room. | wondered if he'd forgot about it, he 
hadn't mentioned it once all day. No ‘happy birthday baby’ no present, nothing. My father at his best, nothing 


existed except his work. 


Oh well, at least | knew Alex was at home, getting everything ready, | felt so guilty leaving her to do all that 
we'd planned alone. My father had called late last night and just announced to me about this job, he mentioned 


he'd let me do a shoot of my own film, and | couldn't say no. 


| was on pins and needles, waiting for the films to develop, you be surprised how ten minutes could turn into 
the longest, slowest moving time ever. Come on! | helped my father pull the films out, rinsed them, and hung 
them to dry. My hands were itching to look through my film, but | held myself. I'd see it when it was ready, | 
just hoped there was at least a few good shots. 


When the films were cut and ready to be reviewed, my father tuned the light on and pulled a chair for me in 
front of his working table. | held my breath, time of truth. He skipped the few first shots and stopped on one 


with a band close up. 


"Okay, tell me what you think of this one." | looked at him with a surprised face, he was letting me do that? 
That was new... | looked back at the picture. 


| used the right position of the camera, but wrong light position The lights needed to be slightly to the left 


and lower, so there's no shadows on the close up faces. So this one is a no go." 
He turned to the next image. "How about this one?" 


"This is the one is taken after | moved the lights to a proper place, but Eddie and David both moved their 


heads. Same, no go." 


After looking and criticizing a few more shots, | started to lose hope. Did | take any pictures that were up to 
standards? He moved the film in the projector and the next picture appeared in the viewer. | studied it very 


carefully, but couldn't see any flaws. 


"All the band members have their eyes on the camera, no shadows.. | would keep this one." | looked back at my 
father, awaiting his verdict. 


"This is a good shot" His eyes were scanning the picture. 

"Thank you!" His few simple words made me smile. 

We went through the whole film and | found at least four more good shots, and that was with me being over 
critical of myself. | picked at every little imperfection My father stood up and turned to me and | held my 


breath. 


"Overall, you did a good job. I'll send a few of your shots with mine to band and an editor. Congratulations, 
you're officially working under my name, as a partner." He smiled. 


"But... | only got five shots from the whole film.. and what if the band and editor approve them." | couldn't 


believe he was making me a partner. He took my film out of the viewer and turned back to me. 


“That is why you use four or more films on one shoot. You're the most strict critic of your work, | counted 
nine that were exceptional." 


"Dad, thank you!" | hugged him and he kissed my forehead. 
"Now you can work on your own. Ready?" 
"You mean you already have something in mind?" My eyes widened, | could work on my own.. oh my God! 


"That band, Metallica, they're looking for a photographer to do a local photo shoot. I'm leaving for London next 
week, so this will be your project, your contract" He kissed my forehead one more time.'Happy birthday baby!" 


"This is the best birthday present ever! | love youl" My heart was jumping in my chest, my hands were 
shaking. My own project!!! Oh. God, please don't let me screw this up. 


XIX 


(James' POV) 


Our manager came up with a ‘great idea to hire a new photographer. | didn't see anything wrong with the old 
one, but Lars started babbling about how we needed new captions, needed to get more exposure and | agreed 


to all of this, just to shut him up. 


We were looking for new ways, even thought about making our first video. The song we picked was One, from 
our new unreleased album that was due at the end of August. We'd never done a video before and we wanted 


it to look different from all the other videos on MTV. But that was just on our to do list. 


| couldn't believe we got an appointment with Timothy White. Then Lars got another idea, to ask him if he could 
do gig shots, | highly doubted he would agree, in fact | doubted he would agree to do anything. We just weren't 
famous enough for his name, but to my surprise he was glad to see us and although he was booked, he offer 


us to work with his partner. 


| looked at my bandmates. Jason had a smile on his face, knowing this decision was not up to him. Kirk.. well, 
Kirk was blushing. From the moment he saw the young girl who was Tim's daughter and his partner, he 
couldn't take his eyes off of her. She darted a few looks his way too, but tried to act all professional. 
Hehehehe... 


Tim rose from his chair. 
"I know that Meg is a new and young photographer, but she's every bit as good as | am, trust me. We'll step 


out, so you guys can talk about it, but the decision has to be made in the next two days, I'm leaving for New 
York this week and | have to cosign the contract." 


(Meg's POV) 


We closed the door behind us, leaving the guys to talk, and stepped out into the back yard. | sat down on the 
bench and turned to my father. 


"You think they're a bit disappointed that its not you taking the job?" 


He looked at me with a smile. "If they are, then it's their loss, but you have to show them that you're not 
just a girl from the street. Do what it takes to get this job, if they want to try first and see if they like your 
work, that's fine. The first shot is the hardest one to get. They're young, and not spoiled with fame yet, so are 


you, | think its a perfect match. You know when | just started working, it took a long time to get my own 
clients, | had to do everything.” 


| tried to listen to my father, but my mind trailed away. You have no idea how much | wanted this job! From 
the moment | saw them.well, one of them. He had the most beautiful smile, and he was so shy. It was so hard 
to act all professional instead of just looking into his amazing dark eyes.. oh.. he's so cute! | just wanted to.. 


well, | wanted to do a lot with him.. um.. to him.. Stop thinking about it! 


If they'd sign the contract, I'd see him all the time and | could.. oh. no.. | can't.. that would be so.. 
unprofessional of me. He probably had a girlfriend, not probably, definitely! Shit! What was wrong with me? 
Here | was trying to get the first contract in my life to start my career and | was thinking of how much | 
liked that guitar player! Snap out of it! 


(James' POV) 


As soon as the door behind them closed, Lars turned to me. 


"So?" He had a bit of a sour expression on, since he didn't get The Tim White, just his partner. | looked at Kirk 
and met his begging puppy eyes. Yes, Kirk, | get it, you like her and want us to hire her. 


"Well, it's fine with me. How about you?" | took Meg's portfolio book in my hands and started flipping through 
the pictures. Giving Lars a chance to start his blabbering. 


"Fock, | don't know.. she's working under his name, and that means a lot.. but is she as good as he said? You 


know how some parents think their kids are focking geniuses, is he one of those fathers? Plus she's so young." 


"Don't see anything wrong with the young part.." | continued to turn pages, listening to Lars and sliding back 
into my chair. He will go on and on, | just have to block his mumbling out and say my word after he's fucking 


done. 


A picture of a dirt bike racer caught my eye. It was taken in action, and it was great. Dirt was flying from the 
back tire, the guy's head was turned back, looking at his competitors. There was no blurred movement, nothing 
in that picture was missing and nothing was trailing my attention from the main figure. It was a perfect still 
moment. Young or not, she was good! | looked at the name under the picture. ‘Alex winning the race. March 11, 


1988 No last name, like on other pics, just Alex.. must be her boyfriend, sorry Kirk, it looks like she's taken 


| rested the portfolio book on my stomach and stretched my legs, tuning to the next page. | raised my eyes to 
look at Lars, he was still blabbering. 


"maybe it's a good idea to get a young photographer, without a focking ego, easier to work with.." 


Go Lars, you'll talk yourself into it. | held myself back from rolling my eyes and returned my gaze back to the 


open page. Oh.. Fuck! My heart skipped and started to beat faster when | saw the picture in front of me. Wow! 
It was a black and white close up photo of a beautiful girl with long wavy dark hair and amazing light eyes 
offset by long eyelashes. 


She was laying on the beach, on her stomach, and | could see little grains of sand that were stuck to her skin 
Her face was resting on her forearms in front of her, lips slightly open in a playful smile, her hair was messed 
up with the wind, and her eyes were looking right at me. | felt her gaze reaching all the way to my soul and 
pulling me in. Fuck.. 


The way | was holding the book made it look like that girl had her arms crossed on my stomach and | felt 
warm shivers dancing through me. Shit.. | wish.. that would be the best view ever, | breathed in, feeling my 
blood warming up at that thought. | would move those unruly wavy strands of hair that were falling into her 
face, then run my fingers on her cheek, she would laugh and slide her hands to my chest and | would pull her 


closer to kiss those full and oh-so-desirable lips.. 


Completely hypnotized, | reached to her but my fingers touched the cold plastic cover, snapping my mind out 
of my day dream. | wish | could meet a girl like that.. no, | wish | could meet her. | wonder who she is.. 
probably some model. There was no name under the picture and | looked on opposite page, reading the comment 


with an arrow pointing to the picture. 


‘Alex. Europe trip. August 3, 1981: Hey! That picture was taken on my twenty-fourth birthday, last year. Wait.. 
Alex? | turned to the previous page with the dirt bike racer. ‘Alex winning the race. March IT, 1988 That's 
her?! She can ride and she's so hot! Fuck! She's my dream girl. | wonder if | can steal this picture.. 


| looked up to see if anyone was watching me and met three pairs of eyes staring at me with question. | didn't 
notice that the room had gotten quiet, Lars was done talking and everyone was waiting on my word. | cleared 


my throat. 

"Bring up the contract, she's hired." My voice still sounded a bit raspy. Shit, | got turned on by my day dream. 
| glimpsed down, making sure my body didn't betray me further, and sat up on the chair, covering my slight 
bulge with the portfolio book. Shit! 


"Okay then, I'll call them back, you agree that we're asking her to do some show pictures before signing the 
contract?" Lars got up and walked to the door. 


"Yeah." My voice went back to normal. 
Lars opened the door. "We made up our minds." 
Tim and Meg walked back in and | notice Kirk lowering his head with a shy smile. At least his dream girl was 


real and right here in the room. Maybe | could ask her who Alex was? No.. that would be too obvious.. fuck! | 


want to know who she is! 


"We want to ask you to work with us on the gig, take some show pictures and have a photo shoot. If you're 
okay with that, then it's a done deal. But you only have one motion picture in your book, it would be great to 


see some more." Lars returned to his seat. 


Tim looked at his daughter. "Reasonable request, if a client wants to see more of your work, | have no problem 


with that. Remember those pictures from the carnival in Venice?" 


"I'd love to see those!" Kirk finally managed to say something. He obviously wanted to spend more time here. | 


don't blame him. 


"| do.. they're at home, but | could ask my friend to bring them here. It wouldn't take long, we live just three 


blocks from here." 


Meg dialed the number and lowered her eyes with a smile. "It's me! You know | love you, right?.. Yes, you 
guessed it, | need a favor.. oh, they're already there.. that time is it?.. Really? | guess | lost track of time.. no, 
its okay, you can't leave them all alone.. never mind.. yeah... | will be home in a while.. love you too, and Alex, 


thank you for getting it all ready by yourself." 


Alex?! Did she just say that name? Would it be the same Alex who's picture | drooled over? Oh.. she's her 
friend? And she is just a three blocks away from me? Oh God.. | want to meet her.. Think fast! | stood up. 


"If it's that close, maybe we can just go there, | mean if you don't mind." Did | sound a bit too eager? 


Meg looked at her father as if she was asking for permission, he nodded and she turned back to us."! don't 
mind, but | have to Tell you, my house is full of people right now.. that's why Alex couldn't leave... it's my 
birthday today and." 


"Happy birthday!" Lars, Kirk and Jason voices came in one. 


"Happy birthday! | didn't know.. we don't want to intrude on your party.. | guess we can meet tomorrow.." Fuck! 
That meant | couldn't meet Alex, not today, not tomorrow. God knows when, if ever.. Shit! | looked at Kirk, he 


had the same expression on his face. Yeah, | know, you want to go to her party as much as | do. 


"Thanks guys! | think it would be great if you came to my party, that will give us a chance to get to know 
each other better, before you make your final decision" She glanced at her father. "And tomorrow we can 


meet here with a contract, unless you change your minds." 
"I think we just invited ourselves to a birthday. Are you sure you're okay with that?" Lars laughed. 
I'm absolutely fine with that, besides we always have some of our friends bring people with them that we 


don't know, this would be first time I'll bring someone new.’ She smiled. "We can walk there and your car will be 


safe here, there's probably no space left to park anywhere by our house." 


| stood up, returning the portfolio book to the table."We owe you a present." 


"Well, a long time contract will do." She laughed"|'m just kidding!" 


XX 


(Meg's POV) 


"Bye Dad, thank you for the birthday present!" | kissed my father on the cheek and opened the door, waiting 
for guys to say their goodbyes to my father. 


Is up the hill from here, but at least the way back will be easier." | smiled and started walking to my house, 
with my hopefully future employers following me closely. Should | tell them about the party? | guess | need to 
warn them about some of our friends. Oh.. God! | just hope I'm not making a mistake. Lars interrupted my 
thoughts, catching up with me. 


"You sure we're not a bother, | mean, it can wait." He gave me a smile. 


Are you reading my thoughts? | can't back out now, well, my motto is ‘everything that happens is for the 
best let's live up to it. 


"It fine, really. Plus, it's not everyday | can bring four new guys to the party." | smiled back. "We'll sneak in and 
Ill show you my Verice pictures first, then we can join the party and relax." 


"Great plan Hey Meg, how come your father didn't come?" 

"My parents never come to my birthday parties after they ruined my seventeenth birthday screaming at 
each other. They fought on every birthday before that, but that one was the worst one, so | set some rules 
after | moved out." 

"Sound very familiar." Kirk laughed. 

Oh God, he is so cute and shy and.. Oh fuck, | forgot about Crazy Dianne! If she sinks her claws in him.. 

"I think I'll have to warn you about some of my friend.. so you're prepared." | turned my head back. 


"We have to warn you too." Jason laughed. "We drink. a lot." 


"Really? Oh.. no! | thought you were all saints, no drinking, no swearing, no drugs.. no.. anything else." | bit my lip, 
holding back my smile. Shit! Me and my damn tongue, just couldn't help but smart off. 


"Nah, we do all that, especially the anything else part." Lars smirked at me.'We have over ten focking years of 
hard partying under our belts." 


"No worries then Just a bit of info. First on the warn list is Alex's brother, Nick. Let's just say he's never 
invited, but always manages to show up. He is her evil twin, literally, just looking for people who he can use. 


Don't let him borrow money from you. Second is Dianne, she gets a bit.. well.. loose." 

"| don't mind loose women!" Lars laughea."ls she pretty?" 

"She's okay, if you like bitchy blondes.. Third is a very sweet guy, he is on the list just because he's gay. I'd 
rather tell you that now, so you don't act all.. well, some people are just mean to him. He is really a good guy, 
his name is Tom." 


"As long as he not fucking flirting with me, I'm fine with that." Jason smirked. 


We reached my house and | noticed multiple cars, but no one was outside. Great! | stopped at the side garage 


door. 
"Anyone else we need to know about?" Lars stood right behind me. 


"Not really, maybe just Alex. she's shy and quiet, despite of her looks." | opened the door into the garage and 
waved boys inside. "This is her domain, please don't touch anything or she'll kill me. There's stairs from here 


going to the second floor, so we can get to my office unnoticed. Let me check if the coast is clear." 


(James' POV) 


Her domain? Let's see it. Big three car garage was divided in half with a screen. | looked around and 
immediately recognized the dirt bike from the picture standing side by side with a Harley Softail. Fucking 


awesome ride! She has great taste. | think I'm drooling again 


Lars stepped behind the screen and giggled. "Oh no! We need to focking pull James from here! Quickly before he 


sees it!" 
| walked to him and.. Oh. my.. | saw the jewel of this garage. Okay.. now | am drooling. 
"Wow! 57 Chevy Bel Air.. convertible! Fuck!" | walked to the car and ran my hand along the side. The black and 


white paint was peeling on some parts, the chrome parts had lost their shine and faded, but you could still see 


the beauty that it had in it's glory days. 
"You mean you like this rust bucket? Alex loves this dinosaur, she call's it ‘Old Betsy,’ it's her father's car, she 
brought it here from her grandparents house and she's determined to make it run" Meg walked up to us with 


a laugh. 


"James is like a kid in a focking candy store!" Lars stepped closer to the wall, looking at the posters. "I don't 


think | agree with all of the music choices." 


| made myself look away from the car. Iron Maiden, AC/DC, Aerosmith, Black Sabbath, Led Zeppelin, not bad. 
Wait, what the fuck is that? 


"Poison? You're fucking kidding me, right?" 
"That is focking hilarious! At least its separate from the other posters, on it's own focking wall." 


"And there is a reason for that. Come on guys, follow me." Meg turned and started walking upstairs. 


(Kirk's POV) 


| was walking behind Jason on the narrow stairs. Okay, Kirk, why are you always so fucking shy? Because | 
never thought of myself as a hot guy. James is just beaming testosterone, he's tall and all manly, let's just 
say you can't not notice him in a room. All he has to do is growl and girls just jump on him. Lars can sweet 
talk anyone into anything, and he does. Even Jason's not shy with girls and they find him handsome. Alll | get is, 
oh, he's so cute, and that makes me even more shy. Fucking cute. Something you say to a puppy or a kitten. | 
sighed. | like Meg, | like her a lot, and | need to let her know that.. somehow. 


We reached Meg's office without been spotted and she quickly closed the door. | was the last one to enter and 
she walked so close by me that | could feel the warmth of her body. Her hair swept in the air when she 
turned back and | breathed in the fresh smell of her perfume. That girl.. mmnnn. 


"Well, here we are. Make yourselves comfortable while | pull out the right file." She turned to the shelves that 
were covering one side of the room. | looked around. The first thing | noticed was a big poster of the 
Frankenstein's monster above her table. Oh, cool! | wonder if she's into horror films.. hat would make it so 


much easier to talk to her, if we have something in common, Let's try it. 


"Boris Karloff is fucking amazing!" Please, know who l'm talking about. She turned to me and raised her 


eyebrows. 


| know! | love him as Imhotep in The Mummy, my favorite movie ever!" Her eyes sparkle a little when she said 


that. She knows! Well, | can talk about old horror movies nonstop! Great! 

Meanwhile, she pulled a file from the shelf and opened it on the table. 

"Here it is. Venice carnival, we were there with Alex and my father two years ago and it was awesome!" 

Lars looked through the pictures, forwarding one after another in my hands. People with masks on, dressed in 


Renaissance dresses, mimes, jugglers, fire breathers, everything was there. The shots were so beautifull So 
much color with amazing backgrounds of old buildings. 


"Wow!" 


"We had so much fun there! Here are some motion pictures with fire breathers, they were so cooll And a few 


with acrobats." 


"Okay, I'm satisfied! Those are focking cool pictures! Your father was right. You're officially hired" Lars 


forwarded a few more pictures my way. 


Yes! She will go on tour with us and this would give me the time | needed to overcome my shyness. 


(Alex's POV) 


Okay, this is unbelievable! Where the fuck is she? She's turning into her father, work, work, and work. To be 
two hours late for her own birthday party. | made my way to the living room, making sure there was enough 
food. The party was at its peak, some people were dancing to Aerosmith records. Dianne grabbed my arm and 


started whispering into my ear. 
"Who is that new guy, right there talking to your brother? He is so hot! Is he here with someone?" 


| looked at the direction she was pointing at. Nick was standing with some sleazy guy in leather pants and a 
jeans jacket, he had long dark hair and when he turned | recognized Dan, C.C. DeVille's guitar tech. Oh, great, my 
dearest brother at his best. It wasn't enough that he invited himself, he brought some friends with him this 


time. 
"His name is Dan, he's one of Poison's guitar techs, and he is all yours.” 


Diane murmured something and moved into attack position, making her way to her prey. God, she'll never 


change. | don't know what it was with her, low self esteem or nymphomania, but sex was her sport. 


Maybe | needed some of that to snap me back to reality. | hadn't been with anyone for a year and a half, that 
just wasn't healthy. | gave up my hopes of finding James in this world, | need to start living this life and leave 
other world behind. | have to move on.. | have tol I'll start today. Get drunk and just let it happen. Let's see, 

any potential victims? | looked over the guests. Okay, all the people | know are out of the question. Who's new? 


Here's some guy | don't recognize talking to Stacy and she just got hold of his arm. Taken. Now here is another 
new face, not bad looking, tall, short hair is a minus, but overall he's not that bad, who is he with? | saw Tom 
walking up to him with two glasses in his hands. Okay.. wrong team. | smiled and turned away. There, | tried and 


no luck. So its not meant to be. | know, I'm just fooling myself.. 


"I think no one introduced us before. I'm Greg." A tall guy was standing by me, he had medium long black hair, 


blue eyes, and a very soft smile. 


"Alex. Nice to meet you Greg, and you're with." 
His smile turned a bit crooked and added more charm to his face. Is that a sign from Gods? 


‘lm Melody's brother, she insisted that she won't go to the party alone and dragged me along. But now I'm glad 


| came." 


| remembered she told me that she'd just broke up with her boyfriend, but she didn't mention coming here 
with her brother. Well, Greg, let's see if you can make me forget. Now, how were girls suppose to flirt? | think 


| forgot how to do that. | smiled at him and tilted my head to the side. Hope that isn't too much. 


| need to check on the drinks and call Meg, but I'll be back and we can talk more." | picked up some empty 
plates off the bar and turned to the kitchen. He followed me. 


"You need some help?" 
"Not right now, thanks. Just enjoy the party." | flashed him another smile. 


"But I'm enjoying it more when I'm talking with the most beautiful girl here." He placed his hand on my arm, 
looking into my eyes. 


"l'Il be back" | walked past him and closed the door to the kitchen, leaving the loud noise of the party behind. 
Wow! That was too much. That's a bit fast, | need some time and a lot of alcohol. So hold your horses, Greg. 


Shit! No more flirting, it's clearly not my thing. The guy probably thinks I'm as easy as Dianne. | sat on a chair 
and stretched my legs. My eyes trailed to the white wall of the kitchen and | imagined Greg's figure there, 


then placed James near him. No.. not even fucking comparable. | can't.. 
Oh.. James, let me go.. please let my heart free. | have to forget you, | have to! But | can't.. 


| wiped a few tears off my cheek and stood up, turning to the table and opening a bag of chips. A few more 
tears dropped onto the table. 


Stop it! He doesn't exists! He's a thousand years in the past. Stop! | sobbed and stepped to the sink, turning on 
the cold water and rinsing my face. Good thing | never wear makeup, I've been crying too much lately, and cold 


water was the only thing that managed to stop it. | dried my face with a towel and turned back to the table. 


Okay, its Meg's party, cheer up and put your viking out of your mind. What did | come here for? Oh yes. | 
need two big plates for the chips and one more for the shrimps. | think all our big plates are the top shelf, 
above the refrigerator. Now, who's bright idea was it to put them up there? When we moved into this house, 
we rebuilt the kitchen to make use of the high ceilings for additional storage space. And it was my idea.. Shit! 


| needed two chairs to reach there, our step ladder all the way in the garage. Fuck! | placed one chair in front 
of the fridge and looked around for the small stool we had somewhere here. | placed it on top of the chair and 
suspiciously looked at my construction. Let's hope | won't break my neck. Maybe | need to take my shoes off, 


nah, too much trouble. 


XXI. 


XXI 
(James' POV) 


Meg's pictures were great, but | couldn't sit still, knowing | was so close to my dream girl. The garage made 
me even more anxious to meet her. | just couldn't wait till we went downstairs and | could finally see her, the 
real her. So when Lars satisfied his interest | quickly got up. Too quickly, be patient James, she probably has a 
boyfriend.. 


The stairs were taking so fucking long, | had to hold myself from walking too fast. Fuck! Come on people, can 
you walk faster?! 


We finally made it to a big living room that was full of people. Okay, here we are.. my heart sped up as | looked 
around. She should be here, somewhere.. Meg smiled at us and walked to the bar, stopping the music. Multiple 
voices screamed. 

"Happy birthday Meg!!!" 

"Hey everyone! Nice to see you all remembered my birthday. Sorry l'm late. But | have a few new friends to 
introduce. James, Kirk, Lars, and Jason. Please make them feel welcome. Thank you all for the birthday wishes! 
Now let's party!" 

She turned music back on and returned to us. 

"Let's get you guys started. The food is there, drinks are at the bar, and our personal bartender will make you 
whatever you want, his name is Chris. Restrooms are on the left side and upstairs. But first, lets find Alex, | 
can't wait for you to meet the most important person in my life." 

Yes! | can't wait to meet her either! 


Meg looked around. "I don't see her.. Hey Tom! Where is Alex?" 


"Last time | saw her she was talking to Greg, | don't see him or her.. | think they went to the kitchen" Tom 


smiled. 
| don't know who the fuck Greg is, but | hate him already. 


"Thanks!" She waved us to follow her and | barely held myself from running in front of her. Pace yourself man! 
We walked to the kitchen door and | felt my heart pounding faster. Okay.. | hope that Greg guy is not there 
with her. 


| was right behind Meg when we stepped into the kitchen. | felt my heart diving down to my stomach at the 
sight right in front of me. Oh.. fuck! This is so much better than a picture. 


| could only see her profile but | knew it was her. Mmmnn.. One of her knees was propped on the top of the 
refrigerator, other leg was on the shaky construction of two chairs stacked on top of each other. She was 
reaching to the top cabinet with one hand, holding on to the wall with the other. Her white top left one 
shoulder open, a short leather skirt tightly wrapped around her hips, leaving long perfect legs open. Wow! What 
a view! My eyes went down to her feet in the high heels, and slowly went back up. Fuck.. just fucking wow.. 


"Oh God Alex! Careful" Meg's voice made her turn, she looked right at me and gasped with surprise, a big 
plastic plate that she was holding slid from her hands. She let go of it, returning her foot to the chair and 
trying to catch her balance. The whole pyramid shook and she gasped again when her hand skid on the wall. Oh 
nol | quickly stepped forward, just in time to catch her in my arms. 


| felt her body shiver, her unbelievable eyes, the color of clear ocean water met mine and her pupils widened. 


Her lips parted with another gasp. 
"James." 


Oh.. God.. did | just hallucinated, or did she whisper my name? Her smile sent a charge of heat to my core and 
| unconsciously tightened my arms around her body, feeling my heart slowly drowning in her gaze. Her 


breathing sped up and her arms slid along my shoulders, wrapping around my heck. Oh.. I'm so dead.. so fucking 


dead.. 


"That was close! You could've kill yourself, what the fuck were you thinking!" Meg rushed to us ard | slowly let 
Alex slide down, feeling every part of my body that was in contact with hers burning and pulsating. | didn't 
want to let her go, but she lowered her face, breaking our eye contact, and my mind slowly rose up from the 


haze. 


(Alex's POV) 
James! Oh Gods! James!!! My love! Is it really him or am | finally gone completely crazy? How is this possible? 
He is here.. | can feel his body, his pulse resonating in my blood, his arms around me. His eyes.. Oh please Gods, 


let it be real.. please don't let it be just another figment of my imagination 


Meg's voice snapped me back to reality and | lowered my eyes, trying to catch my racing thoughts. Meg pulled 
me away from his arms and embraced me in a hug. 


"Thanks to James you didn't falll That was a rice catch!" 


She called him James! He's reall Oh Gods! He's real and herell! My head spun and | felt my knees weaken. Meg 
let me go and | braced myself against the back of the chair as she breathed out. 


"Alex, l'm sorry l'm so late. Thank you for doing it all by yourself, this's a great party! Meet my new friends, 
the guy you owe your life to is James, this is Kirk, Lars, and Jason. And together whey are Metallica, the band 


who I'll be working with from now on" 


Band.. James.. Kirk.. BAND? Fuck.. | felt the blood draining from my face. Band??!! Oh no.. please Gods no, not the 
band! 


"Are you okay? You look kind of pale, did James squeeze you too hard?" The guy with green eyes smiled at me. 


‘lm fine.. just a bit lightheaded." | tried not to look at James. Remember Alex, he is not your James, he 
doesn't know you. Pull yourself together. Breathe.. | felt my heart pounding in my chest. Breathe! 


‘Its nice to meet you, Alex." Kirk stepped closer. 
"Nice to meet you Kirk.. Lars, Jason." | echoed, concentrating on my breathing and slowly taking control of my 
galloping heart. | dare to look at James, feeling another wave of electric charge when my eyes meet his oh-so- 


dear to my heart blue gaze. 


"Thank you.. James." Thank you Gods! 


(Kirk's POV) 


After meeting Alex, we helped the girls bring more snacks to the living room and grabbed our drinks. | couldn't 
help but notice a change in James, he was acting a bit weird around Alex, he was all shy and awkward, just not 
himself. He was never shy with groupies, but neither was |, they're there for the sex, no feelings involved. This 
was different. 


| was standing by the fireplace looking at the photographs on the wall above it. Meg seemed to travel a lot, 
there were pictures from all over the world. Here she was in Paris, in Italy, and this looked familiar, was it 


Germany? Someone's hand swiped across my ass, making me gasp, and alcohol breath blew over my cheek. 


"Hey baby! | was watching you." | turned and saw a blonde with bright makeup smiling at me. "I'm Dianne, and 


what is your name cutie?" 


"His name is Kirk and he's with me, Dianne." Meg appeared at my side and wrapped her arm around my 


shoulder. | breathed in, my whole body tightening under her touch, feeling the warmth of her arm. 


"If you ever get tired of him, send him my way." The blonde smirked and walked away, leaving us to each 


other. 
"Thank you, that was a bit scary." | turned my head to Meg. Please leave your arm there, it feels so.. right. 


"Dianne can be a little intimidating when she reaches her drinking limits. | thought you liked scary movies, 


though." She giggled and moved her arm from my shoulder to my elbow. 
"| do, but I'm terrified of clowns." 


She laughed. "I can tell that we'll get alone just fine! She's not that bad, but gets really horny with alcohol." Her 
hand pulled me to the couch and we sat down. | held my sigh, disappointed that she'd let go of my arm. 


"Tell me a bit more about your bandmates." 


Great, she just want to know about the guys. Cheer up Kirk, this is just the first day. At least you know she 
doesn't have a boyfriend, a little chat with Tom cleared that up. 


"What do you want to know? They're just normal guys, you know, down to earth." 


"Well, so far | got that James and Lars are the leaders. James the quiet one and Lars is the one with well a 
hung tongue." 


"Yeah, they started this band. James writes most of our music and all of our lyrics. Then him and Lars 
arrange it all together. Jason is the new guy, he joined us two years ago, when we lost our bassist in an 
accident. So he still feels like a newbie and doesn't get much input in music writing.” 

"And you?" Meg smiled into her glass sipping on her Margarita 

"Me? l.. | write some riffs, some solos, and try to make sure James and Lars don't kill each other." 

"So you try to keep the peace in the band?" 

| try to.. but it doesn't always work" | laughed. "Now it's your turn. Tell me about you." 

"What do you want to know?" She bit her lip. 

Oh.. when you do that | just want to kiss you.. 

"I want to know everything." 

"Everything? That would take a looong time, plus | don't want to bore you to death, it's not that interesting." 


She relaxed into the back of the couch and stretched her legs. Long, amazing legs, in tight jeans. | couldn't help 
but glide my eyes over her figure. 


"| won't get bored, | promise.” Come on Kirk, find something to talk about. If she doesn't want to talk about her, 
find another topic. Fuck, | with | had Lars’ ability to talk about anything. 


"Uh-oh. | think James might need our help. Dianne just zeroed in on him." Meg laughed. 


| smiled, watching Dianne making her way to James. Oh, that girl is determined to get someone, but he'll get rid 
of her. | saw the way he was looking at Alex, he was hooked. 


"Nah, he can handle her, besides | think he likes Alex." 


"I think so too! And | think she likes him back Did you notice, there in the kitchen, they both looked a bit out of 


it? I've never see Alex acting that weird before. After James caught her she was a mess!" 


"James was all awkward too, he likes her for sure." And | like you, and I'm hoping you like me back Why can't | 
say that? | turned to her and took a deep breath. Come on, just say it. Just four simple words. Meg, | like you. 
Say it! 


"Meg.. | like.. td like to get another drink, you want me to bring you another Margarita?" Fuck! 
"Sure.. be careful Kirk. I'll get all drunk and start hitting on you." She giggled, handing me her empty glass. 


"How many drinks do you need? | can fetch them all evening." Fuck! Did | just say that out loud? She laughed 
and | quickly turned around, feeling that my cheeks were starting to flush. | can't believe | said that! 


(Meg's POV) 


Oh God! I'm flirting with him! Is it a mistake? | mean he's my employer now, well, one of them. What should | 
do? | watched him walking to the bar and couldn't help but admire his ass. Mmmmnmn.. 


| hadn't been able to stop thinking about him since | saw him, this was so much more serious than just a 
crush. But did he think about me? And what exactly was he thinking? | needed to talk to Alex.. before | did 
anything stupid and ruined my career. Oh, no. | don't think she is in the right state of mind right now. 
Whatever happened in the kitchen between her and James took her out of balance. She had just walked and 


talked like a fucking robot ever since.. and | saw her drinking much more than usual. 


Okay, lets regroup and get all this together. | like Kirk.. a lot. Normally | would've pull him into my room on the 
first or second date.. As much as | like him, probably the first. But this was not a date. It started and went so 
far as an appointment for a future job. 


Uuuugghhh! So fucking complicated! | can just get drunk and see what happens. No, | know what will happen. I'll 
sleep with him and he will think I'm a whore, and that would be it, the end. 


Alex is out of commission, due to James. Whatever it is between them. She seemed to avoid him, but | saw 
her looking at him. And who the fuck is that Greg guy that wouldn't leave her alone, just following her like a 
dog. | could see that she's irritated by him. James seems to be irritated by that, too. 


Hey, wait! | think | have a plan! | just love myself sometimes, well, most of the time. 


| hope the guys will stay longer. | saw some people already leaving, it's well after midnight, soon everyone would 
be gone. We could watch a movie, l'm sure Kirk would love to watch an old horror. Dim the lights.. get some 
drinks, that way we can avoid the awkwardness of finding a topic to talk about. That would help everyone. 
Hehehehe... 


Me and Kirk, Alex and James. | think it's a match. That would be perfect! | needed to mention the movie after 
Kirk brings his sexy butt back here. | just have to pace myself and take it slow, despite the fact that | just 


want to eat him. He's so hot.. 


(James' POV) 


I've never felt so drawn to a girl, it was new to me. | didn't know how to get closer to her, she acted all shy 
after our little close encounter in the kitchen. Fuck! How were you suppose to get the attention of the girl you 
like? | was always was shy before | joined the band, got turned down by so many girls | just stopped trying. 


Now it was so easy, for so many years | was getting all | needed from groupies. | didn't have to ask them out, 
didn't have to talk, it was just mindless fucking. Even if you kept one for more than one night, you didn't have 
to treat her like a girlfriend. 


As | watched Alex from my seat | was getting more and more nervous. That Greg guy wouldn't leave her 
alone for a minute! Fucker! | wonder if he's her boyfriend? She sure isn't showing it. And if he is, I'll have to 
fucking kill him. 


"Hey James! | saw a few of your gigs, you guys are fucking good! I'm Nick, by the way." A tall, dark haired guy 
dropped into the seat next to me. Alex's brother.. The evil twin. Yeah, | can see that, he has some resemblance 


to her. 


"Hey Nick, thanks." | sipped on my beer, watching Alex hugging a few people by the door. That damned Greg 
stood by her side. ls that fucker glued to her or what? 


"So, how do you know Meg?" Nick smiled at me. He doesn't look so evil, maybe | can find out more about Alex. 


"She's our photographer." How should | ask him without sounding too interested? | looked back at Alex, she said 
something to that guy and he smiled. Fuck! 


"| see you can't take your eyes off my sis, but.. trust me, this crush is hopeless for you." He smirked at me. 
"She has a boyfriend?" Oh, it was so not obvious to ask straight, Fuck it. 

"Nope, no boyfriend, Different reason. She just hates rockstars" He looked at Alex and giggled 

No boyfriend! Yes! Wait.. she hates rockstars? What? | turned to Nick. "Why?" 


"Kind of my fault. | work with Poison and invited her back stage one time, she was a bit shocked by all she 
saw. You know, normal back stage party stuff, half naked girls, drunk guys, sex. | left her for one second and 
when | came back she was fighting with Bret. He sat on her lap and got her pinned to a chair, he just thought 
she was one of the groupies. She went fucking crazy and pushed him so hard that he fell back But that just 
got him fired up, he pulled her down.. others got involved.. | had to step in, almost lost my job... Since that 
incident she thinks that all rockstars are drunks and druggies, who treat girls like pieces of meat. She wouldn't 


get near one, ever. Sorry man. Hey, me and Dan are going to a strip club, want to join us?" He stood up. 


"No thanks." Fuck! Yeah, back stage is not for innocent girls, we do act like fucking animals sometimes. When l'm 


drunk.. shit! That why she's avoiding me, | don't have a fucking chance in Hell. 


"See you later then, it was nice to meet you." He walked to the door and waved at Alex, she gave him a smirk 
and turned to me. For a second our eyes met and | felt the same electric charge that I'd felt when | was 


holding her in my arms. She lowered her eyes and turned her attention to another leaving couple. Should | even 


try to talk to her? 


(Alex's POV) 


"You promised to talk more, but you keep running away from me. Here, | got you a drink" Greg caught me on 


my way from the front door. 
| was just making sure all the quests are feeling welcome in our house.” 


Leave me the fuck alone! I'm trying to comprehend all that happened. James is here.. and he's not my James. 
He's not in love with me, he just met me and | don't know how to act around him. | don't even know if he likes 
me. And one more barrier. | can't believe he's a fucking rockstar, why Gods, why do you hate me so much? 
Everything is just mixed up in my head. | took a big sip from my drink and Greg's voice interrupted my 
thoughts. 


I'd feel more welcome if you spent more time with me." His hand slid on my arm and | brushed it off, he 


smirked and placed his hand against the wall, covering my escape rout. 


"I think you feel pretty comfortable as is." | snapped at him. He is getting on my nerves! If he wasn't my 
friend's brother I'd tell him straight to fuck off. | hated to be rude, but he is pissing me off. 


"| found out all | needed from Melody. You don't have a boyfriend, I'm free too and we can." 
That is fucking it! 


"No we can't! | don't have a boyfriend, but that doesn't mean | would jump the first guy | met!" | walked 


around him, and heard him say to my back. 

"We'll see about that.." 

Grrr!!! | hope he's leaving soon. Not many guests were left in the living room, the party went way past 
midnight and most of them had jobs to attend in the morning. Good thing l'm on my vacation. | saw James 
getting up and my heart jumped. Oh.. no, please don't leave yet! | need to talk to you.. somehow. Oh Gods! | need 
to find Meg fast, | can tell her that | ‘like’ him, and she will come up with something, she always does. My eyes 


searched the room in paric, looking for my friend. 


She was sitting on the couch with Kirk and couldn't help but smile. History is repeating itself? Meg with Kirk | 
needed to talk to her, | waved her over and made my way back to the kitchen 


| emptied my glass in a few gulps and started to pace around the kitchen island. Meg walked in with a wide 


smile on her face. 

| need to talk to you." We both said at the same time. 

"You go first." | came up with a miserable shadow of the smile. 

"What would you say if | told you | had a plan to watch a movie after everyone leaves." 
"Everyone. there is more to that? Right?" 

‘Ive asked Kirk to stay..You think it's a bad idea?" 


"You like him, he likes you.. so it's fine, if you want him to stay." She's busy with her crush, | should wait with 
mine. It's her birthday.. 


"And | asked him to invite James to watch the movie with us." She bit her lip. 
Blood rushed to my face, and | lowered my eyes. 
"Thank you...” 


"So, | was right! You like him! But, don't thank me just yet.. lets wait and see. There will be more people 
staying.. the whole band for sure, they came in one car. Melody has been sitting with Jason for the past hour, 


so.. if he asks her to stay.” 
"Oh... fuck.. that means Greg will stay too! Shit!" | couldn't help but sigh. 


"Ill try to distract him while you make your way to James, then he'll see you with another guy and he'll leave 


you alone." 
"I hope so, he's beyond annoying!" 
As soon as we came out of the kitchen Greg appeared by me. Speak of the devil. 


"| made you another drink, you need to relax a bit, the party's almost over." He placed the cold glass in my 
hand. Was he trying to get me drunk? Not going to work, | can handle alcohol very well. 


"Thanks." | took a big sip and walked back to the living room, of course he plan to follow me but Meg got hold 
of his arm. 


"Your sister told me you were a bartender. Can you please take Chris' place? He had to go and | have no idea 
how to make some of the mixes." She turned and winked at me, basically dragging him to the kitchen. "Come on, 
we need to get some more ice, and clean glasses..." 

Thank you Meg, you're the best! 

James was back on the couch and | started walking to him when suddenly the room spun in front of me. What 
the fuck? Did | drink too much? | stopped and braced myself on the bar, letting go of my drink, it slid on the 
counter and | heard the clink of glass against glass. Lars turned to me. 

"You okay?" 

"Yeah, I'm fine." | think | need some fresh air first to clear my head, then | can try to talk to James. | looked 
around, people were standing by the front door. | don't want to talk to anyone right now. Where can | go? Lars’ 
voice raised over the music. 

"Hey Alex, which drink is yours? They look the same.. and you don't have lipstick. so." 

"Don't know.. | don't want it anyway.. just throw them both away and get a new one." 

"And waste perfectly fine drinks? I'll just have them both." He laughed. 


"Help yourself! | only took one sip." 


| turned and made my way to the garage. Here, | can get myself some privacy, | turned to make sure Greg 


didn't see me and quickly closed the door behind me. My legs weakened and | barely made my way to Old Betsy, 


holding onto the working bench. What the hell! | couldn't get drunk from one last drink, | was fine just before it: 


| opened the car door and dropped into the drivers seat. My heart started to race, my vision faded, then 
exploded with flicker of bright colors. | closed my eyes, fighting dizziness. Okay, this is so weird. I'll just sit here 
for a minute until this passes. | took a deep breath and opened my eyes. Everything looked so.. nice. And this 
seat is so soft! Mnnn.. feels so good to touch that leather. My hand touched something sharp and | looked 
down. Hey, those are my darts! They're so bright! | want to throw some darts at my favorite target. Wooo! | 


feel sooooo.. funny! 

(James' POV) 

| made an eye contact with Alex and she started walking towards me, but suddenly stopped at the bar, had a 
few words with Lars and changed her direction | saw her going into the garage instead, what was she going 
there for? 

But hey, she's alone there.. would she kill me if | followed her? | could talk to her about that awesome Chevy, 
what does she call it, oh yeah, Old Betsy. Come on Hetfield, now or never. | stood up and made my way to the 


garage door, pulling on the handle. 


| stepped in and closed the door behind me, looking around, but couldn't see her anywhere. | was sure | saw her 


going in and | didn't take my eyes off this door, so she had to be here. Maybe she went behind divider? 

| walked forward and as soon as | passed the curtain | saw her standing in the car. | stopped right in time as 
something red flew right by my face and | saw a dart land in the Poison poster. So, thats why its on a 
separate wall, it's a target! Nice! 

"Is it okay if | join you?" | looked back at Alex, she giggled and raised her hand with another dart. 


"It's so much fun! Get in" Her face lit up with a wide smile. 


| quickly crossed the line of fire and got in on the passenger side. Alex was holding onto the windshield with one 
hand and holding a dart in the other. 


"If you hit face or crotch, its ten points." Her tongue tripped a bit over the words. Is she drunk? 
"How many points do you have so far?" | picked up a dart and looked at the poster. 


"| missed the face, but got the crotch right in the center..." She held her hand in front of her face, bending 
her fingers. "So.. one dart.. ten. | think. my hand looks weird! Your turn!" 


| threw my dart and it hit Bret's face right in the forehead. Alex giggled and her dart made it's way to CC's 
eye. 


"Wooohooo! I'm winning!" She turned to me laughing, her hand slipping off the windshield and she dropped on the 
seat. 


"Shit!" 

Oh God, she is soo drunk! How did she manage to get drunk so fast? She was fine when she walked in here. 
"Are you okay?" | sat by her and she smiled at me, stretching her legs over to the passenger side. | felt her 
thigh sliding on my knee and wave of heat made its way to my spine. She slid on the seat and her skirt rose, 
showing more of her legs. | breathed in when she put her hand on my shoulder, bringing her face closer to 
mine. 

‘lm great! How're you?" Her cheeks were flushed and her pupils were dilated. Oh, my God! She's shitfaced! 
"Are you sure you're okay?" 


She wrapped her leg over mine and ran her fingers along the side of my neck 


"Your skin feel so good.. | wanna lick it." Her lips followed her fingers and my body responded with a gasp. Her 


lips closed over my ear and her feverish whisper blew over my skin 


| want you.. | miss your touch, it's been so long since you touched me.. take me." Her hand slid under my 
shirt and | tensed up, feeling my cock twitching. Oh.. shit! A drunk girl that | like.. is jumping me? 


"Alex.. | think you're just. mmmnnn..” | couldn't hold the moan, when her hand slid to my groin, pressing into my 


pulsating flesh. Fuck! 


| want you! Take me.. James, love me." She climbed into my lap and pressed her body to mire. "I love you 


James..." 


Her face was right in front of me, and | saw a wild look in her way too dilated pupils. Wait! She's not just 
drunk.. She took something, | know that look. Drugs. Fuck! She's drugged and has no idea what she's doing. | can't 
take advantage of her state. God knows how much | want to! 


| tried to push her back, but her lips got hold of mine and | gave in to desire, unable to resist her kiss. My 
tongue entered her mouth and | felt shivers shake my body. My hands pulled her hips to me and she moaned 


when my rapidly growing bulge rubbed against her groin. Oh.. fuck.. | want her so much! Now! 


| felt the edge of her skirt under my fingers and my hands made their way under it, grasping her bare hips 
tighter. She bent backwards and moaned. 


Oh.. God! | need to stop.. | can't! She is so intoxicating, | want her.. so much.. and she's so willing.. No, | can't, 


this is not right. 

"Alex." | breathed out, pulling away. 

"James." Her top slid off her shoulder, exposing it, and | held my breath when she pulled my face to her 
chest. | have to.. shit.. | have to stop.. she's not herself.. it's wrong.. and yet it feels so right. My lips touched 
her skin just above her left breast and | felt her heart pounding in her chest. She pulled on my belt, but | 


covered her eager fingers with my hanas. 


"Alex.. you don't know what you're doing.. stop.. | want you.. but not like this.. stop." Am | crazy? l'm stopping 


her? 


She looked at me with dewy eyes and rubbed my groin That is so not helping... oh... shit.. my hips rose to her 


hands and | released another moan. | want her! My hands returned to her hips pulling her closer to my groin. 


"But this is what you do.. backstage.. | know.. rockstars have so much fun with girls." Her words fell over me 
like a bucket of cold water, cooling me right off, and | pulled her skirt down. | was about to act just like an ass.. 


"You're not like those girls.. | like you.” 
She looked at me and rubbed her hands against her temples. 


"James. l.. | don't feel so good.. | think I'm goi--" Her head dropped back and | caught her limp body in my 


arms. 
"Alex!" | lifted her head, her eyes were closed and | lowered her onto the seat and shook her by the shoulders. 


"Alex!" No answer. Fuck! She's passed out, | need someone to help me. | hope whatever she took wasn't too 


fucking much.. | need to find Meg. 


| picked up Alex's listless body in my arms and walked to the door. Wait.. she wouldn't want everyone to see 


her like this.. | should take her upstairs. 


Fuck! | hope she didn't overdose.. | need to ask Meg what she took. | made my way up the hidden stairs, and 
stopped for a second in the hall, facing four doors. Okay, this is Meg's office and this other room on the 
opposite wall has to be a bedroom. | pushed the door with my elbow, taking a few minutes to get my eyes 
used to the darkness. 


It is, | see a bed. | stepped forward and lowered Alex's body onto the covers. | turned a night stand light on, 
and looked at Alex. Shit! She was breathing shallow and fast, her skin was flashed and felt hot. Fuck! | called to 


her one more time, hoping she would hear me. 


"Alex, | just going to get Meg.. just hold on, you'll be okay." She didn't even move. | quickly ran downstairs, 


skipping over steps. Meg was standing by the bar with Greg, laughing and placing drinks on the tray. 


(Meg's POV) 

"Meg, | need to talk to you" James pulled me aside and | noticed his worried face. 
"That's wrong?" 

"Do you know if Alex took something, besides the alcohol?" 


"Like what? You mean like drugs?" My eyes widened, what kind of question was that? " She would never! Why 


do you ask?" 

"She passed out, but before she did, she acted.. like she was on something... you know.” 
"She passed out? Where is she? Is she okay?" | grabbed his arm. 

"Upstairs. | took her to a bedroom.” He looked down 

| ran to the stairs, pulling James behind me, asking along the way. "Where?" 

"Here." He pointed at my bedroom door. 


| ran into the room and flicked the light on. Alex was laying on the bed, out cold, her face flushed, dark circles 
under her eyes. What in the hell? 


"Alex! Talk to me! Alex!" | shook her by the shoulders and got no response. "Shit! We need to call “ll” 
"Are you sure.. | mean.. if she took drugs.. police will get involved.” 


"James! She's never taken drugs in her life, she hates people who use them, she would never take them!" | 


almost screamed at him. 


"All | know, she's breathing shallow, her skin is hot, and her pupils are the size of the fucking plates.. plus she 
almost jumped me in the garage.. | don't think she's the kind of girl who acts like that." 


That is not the shy Alex | know.. shit, what the hell happened? Maybe she's just drunk? 


"No.. she would never do that.. she's.. she's not like that.. She was drinking more than usual today.. plus that 
Greg kept bringing her drinks." | felt cold shivers. Greg! Fuck, what if he.? | turned to James. 


"You think he could have put something in her drink? I'm going to fucking kill him!" 


(James' POV) 


"Not if | get my hands on his fucking neck first! This is so low! Using drugs to get.. Oh.. He's dead!" | turned 


and ran downstairs. Anger was pounding blood in my ears. Fucking dickhead! 


| saw my target right away, he was still at the bar. My fists tightened as | made my way to him. He turned 


to me and his smile widened. "What's your poison?" 


"How about the one you fucking slipped into Alex's drink you shithead!" My words came out in a low growl, and 
before he could react | reached over and grabbed him by his shirt, pulling him over the bar stand. 


"| don't know what you're talking about." His smile vanished from his face, replaced by fear. | shook him and 
smashed his body to the nearby wall. In the corner of my eye | saw guests crowing around, but no one was in 
a rush to stop me. 

"Let me refresh your memory!" | hit him with a tight fist and pulled him back to me. "Remember now?" 

"Stop! It was nothing.. she was just so tense.. | thought she needed something to relax." He gripped to his 
bleeding nose with one hand and tried to pry my hands off his shirt with the other. My anger hit boiling point 


and | crashed him back into the wall. 


"Relax? You mean not fight you when you fucking rape her, you son of a bitch! What did you give her?" My 


voice thundered over his face. 

"It just harmless stuff.. nothing serious." He cried out. 

"Harmless? She is fucking out, barely breathing!" 

Some girl ran up to us screaming. "Stop it! He's my brother!" 

Kirk and Jason stepped from the crowd, pulling me away. "James? What the fuck is going on?" 


"This motherfucker spiked Alex's drink." Their grips immediately loosened and my attention went back to Greg. 
My fist closed on his face sending him to the floor and he winced, wiping blood off his face. 


"It was nothing!" 


"l'Il ask you one more time, you fucking piece of shit, what did you put in her drink?" My grip on his shirt 
tightened. | was barely holding myself back from smashing his face in until it's all one red bloody mess. 


"Ecstasy... | put it in her last two drinks." He tried to squirm away. | let go of his shirt and he crawled aside, 


sobbing. 


"Get the fuck out before | kill you, if | ever see you anywhere around her again, you're fucking dead! You got 


that motherfucker?" | breathed out, then turned to my friends. 

"Kirk, how bad is it? You think she'd be okay or do we need to call ambulance?" 

"That depends.. did he mean half a pill in each drink or two pills total? One in each drink?" | turned to look at 
the floor, but Greg was gore. Fuck! | ran outside just to see his car swerving away. Fuck! | went back and 
looked at the girl who'd said to be his sister. 


"How much did he bring?" | snapped at her. 


‘lm sorry.. | knew he had it.. | thought it was for him.. | didn't think he would do.. some thing like this... I'm 


sorry." She covered her face and started to cry. 

"Hey man take it easy, it's not her fault" Jason stood up in front of her and she took her hands off her face. 
"He had two pills." 

Back to square one. Did she get both or just one? As far as | know, some people get pretty fucked up with 
just half. Counting she never did drugs, even half would be enough for her. But to knock her out.. | have no 


idea. 


| turned and ran up the stairs. Meg was still trying to wake Alex, shaking her. | told her what | found out and 
she sat by Alex, hugging her. Kirk walked into the room and closed the door. 


"I asked everyone to leave. Jason's taking Melody home, since she didn't have a ride, so he's taking our car. | 
said its okay, we'll just call a taxi. | didn't see Lars, | think he split.” 


"Guys, what do we do now?" Meg looked at us with a plea "You're familiar with drugs.. is she going to be 


okay?" 

"She may just sleep it off." Kirk stepped forward. 

An awkward silence hung in the room and we heard a muffled voice coming through the open door. 
"Oh... fock.. girl.. you have such a mouth on you... oh.. yes.. suck it.. yes.. mmmnn.. oh.. fock.. I'm coming." 


Me and Kirk looked at each other. "Lars!" Oh great.. 


"Ill go and .." Kirk blushed and walked out, leaving the door open 


Lars' voice from the room across the hall continued. 


Kirk! This girl is focking amazing! The best focking blowjob I've ever had! She sucked my focking brains out! 


Wanna try? Dianne, do one more, make my friend focking screa--" 
"Lars! No.. thanks, I'll pass.. we have a problem." Kirk's voice sounder closer. | could just imagine him backing 
out from the room. Poor Kirk, he likes Meg and Lars was just blabbering out what's on his mind as usual. 


Sounded drunk, too. That's all we need.. fucking perfect. 


"Problem? What problem? You know | know a focking lot, | can help! We need a focking break from focking, haha, 
right?" 


"As long as we can continue shortly after you help them, baby. l'm not even close to being done with you.." A 


woman's voice giggled in the hallway. "I'll go have me a drink, don't be long.” 


"Lars! Are you off your tits? Fuck!" Kirk walked in with Lars hanging over his shoulder. His hair were all 
messed up and his shirt off, but at least he had jeans on. He looked at me with what look like black eyes. 


"You should've left him there.. he'll just talk us all to death.. he's fucking shitfaced" | stepped back when Lars 


made his way into the room. 


"Hey Alex! That was some focking drink you gave me! You should've told me it was a surprise one." | grabbed 
Lars shoulder. 


"Wait, she gave you her drink?" Lars' eyes tried to concentrate on me. 


"| drunk it and few minutes later.. surprise! Ecstasy at its best! | grabbed Dianne and we came here. You know 


its the best sex when you're on that shit! All your senses are focking raw!" 
"Oh, thank God! So that means Alex only had one drink." Meg breathed out. "That's better, right?" 
"Lars, how fucked did you get? Half a pill or full?" Kirk turned Lars to him. 


"Lars! My place is just ten minutes away, and no one's there to interrupt! Come onl" Dianne's voice cried from 
the stairs. 


"Full, half wouldn't get me that focking high. Dianne, wait for me! She has the best focking mouth ever! I'll see 
you guys tomorrow. Meg, great party! Nice to meet you Alex, thanks for the focking drink!" Lars walked to the 
stairs. | breathed out, oh thank God it was only one pill 

"She'll sleep it off.. she'll be okay.” 


Meg turned to us. "Guys I'm sorry. all this.. I'm glad you came.. if you weren't here.. | can't imagine what 


would've happened.” She turned back to Alex and sobbed. Kirk stepped to her and raised his hands to comfort 
her, but just froze like that for a second, then patted her on the shoulder instead. Yeah, not the time Kirk, at 


least you'll see her tomorrow.. Today. 


XXII. 


XXII 

(Alex's POV) 

| felt something moving and opened my eyes, Meg was sleeping snuggled beside me. Why is she here? Wait, this 
isn't my bedroom, why am | here? James! | met James! | remember the party.. | was planning to talk to him. 


What happened? All | remember is throwing darts in the garage.. when.. nothing.. 


Why can't | remember? Did | talk to him? | sat up and almost fell back down, crushed by an agonizing pounding 
in my head. 


"Uuuuh. my head." | grunted and grabbed my temples, trying to stop the terrible pain 
"How do you feel?" Meg's hands touched my forehead. 

‘Lost and in pain. why am | here.. Meg, what happened?" 

"Alex, what do you remember?" 


"Darts." | rubbed my forehead, flashes of memory filling my head, James' smiling face as he threw a 


dart..Wait... | did talk to him? What did | say? 

"Nothing after that?" Meg pulled my hands away from my face. 

A strong wave of nausea hit me, increasing with each hit of the unstoppable hammer in my head. | slid off the 
bed and stood up on my weak legs, in need to quickly make my way to the bathroom. Meg followed me, holding 
onto my arm. 

“Alex.. something happened.. at the party." She started, looking into my eyes. "Greg put drugs in your drink." 
"Drugs?! Why?" 

| turned and the room spun around, making me lose my balance. Meg helped me to regain it but another tidal 
wave of sickness rushed me to the restroom and | dropped to my knees, bending over the toilet. Meg hurried 
to my side, pulling my hair away from my face just in time, my stomach turned and | convulse with sickness. 
After my stomach finally stopped churning, Meg helped me to wash my face. 


"Meg. tell me everything.” 


She brushed my hair and handed me my toothbrush. 


"ll tell you what | know." She sat on the counter. 

| listened to her story, getting more terrified with every word. When she finished | felt absolutely horrible. | 
jumped James when | was on drugs.. Great, he must think I'm a druggy and a whore. James and Kirk stayed 
over till | woke up.. the first time. | had no memory of that either. They helped Meg to get me to the 
restroom and.. | was sick.. in front of James. This is so embarrassing. 

"Meg.. I'm so sorry!" 


"For what?" She hugged me.'It wasn't you're fault! I'm just glad you're okay." 


"| feel so ashamed.. | ruined your birthday.. and your time with Kirk.. | ruined everything.." | whisper to her, 
dropping my head, feeling awful. And | ruined my chance with James. 


"You didn't do anything wrong! That dick Greg did" Her eyes turned cold as she spat out his name. 


"Why do you have to always look on the dark side? | think everything was just as it was meant to be. Look on 
the bright side!" She smiled at me. 


"What bright side?" | looked up. 


"Look. I'm glad it happened that way, not the part that someone drugged you, but all that came out of it. 
Remember, everything that happens is for the best.’ 


"Like what?" | sobbed. 


"Well, first of all, | didn't sleep with Kirk God knows what he would've thought of me if | did. Second, for you, 


we know that James likes you." 

"You mean doesn't like.. he couldn't even.. when | was.. he didn't.. that means..." 

Meg stopped me. 

"That means he likes you, not just wants to fuck you. There is a difference. James didn't take advantage of 
your state and stopped you, God knows how hard that must've been for him. | mean he's a guy, and when a 
girl.. well, lets just say he could've just taken what you offered, and he didn't. That means he has morals. " She 


stopped for a second to wipe a tear off my face, then continued. 


"Overall, we know they're not just fame-struck rockstars. They're really good guys.” 


"I hope it works out for you and Kirk." 
"And you and James." She pinched me on the cheek. 


"That's if he ever wants to see me after all this. and if | ever get over the embarrassment and bring myself 


to face him..." 


"You will, or I'll go all evil on your ass." She laughed. "I'm meeting them today to sign the contract, I'll try to 


find out more." 


After a shower and breakfast, or lunch, | should say, since it was way past noon, Meg left for her meeting 
and | sat down at the kitchen table and tried to collect my thoughts. It was a lot to figure out, a lot happened 
in a short few hours last night. 


Look on the bright side, she said.. easy for her, she has no idea that it wasn't just drugs. | don't remember it 
at all, but I'm sure part of me wanted him so much that | couldn't stop myself. And now he thinks I'm a 
whore.. Plus, I'm sure | blabbered out something about our past. So he thinks I'm a crazy whore. Oh Gods, | 
wish | could remember what | said. If | said anything.. Why does it have to be so complicated? 


Even if | didn't say anything, what now? | couldn't just walk up to him and say, hey, you know | lived over a 
thousand years ago and fell in love with your double. It may have been your grand, grand, grand, grand... oh, so 
many grands in front of the father. Shit, this is sick, he'll be disgusted. Fuck! He's not the same James, he 
looks like him and sounds like him.. exactly like him, but he was born in this world, he's not him. 


What if | just tell him that | love him and don't talk about our time in the past? No.. he'll just think l'm a 
fangirl, stalker type. Fuuuuuck! 


Okay..counting that he's not completely repulsed by all | did yesterday and ever wanted to see me again, | just 
have to take it slow, hide my feelings and hope to Gods he'll like me and maybe, sooner or later, he'll fall for 
me. How long would it take? How hard would it be? Would he fall in love with me? Oh.. so many questions. 


XXII. 


XXIII 


(Kirk's POV) 

| got to the studio before anyone else, partially because | couldn't wait to go to the contract signing and see 
Meg again, and partially because | just didn't know what to do with myself at home. | waited the rest of the 
night for a call from her. She promised to call if Alex didn’t feel better and she needed my help to take her to 
the hospital. 

James arrived a few minutes after me and | read a silent question in his eyes. 

"Nope, she didn't call, so | guess everything is okay with Alex." 

"Good" He picked up his guitar and started to mess with his amp. | need to ask him the questions that had 
been running in my head all day long. Questions that James wouldn't want to answer. It's not like we never 
talked about girls before, just not in this way. 

Usually, it was about what girl James wanted to fuck first and the ones he didn't mind sharing. This time it 
was different, this time it was about feelings and | knew that wasn't his cup of beer. He avoided talks like that, 
he thought it wasn't something guys should ever talk about. | really hoped he wouldn't kill me. 


"James... | need to know something.." Here it goes, | wonder how soon he'll call me a fucking pussy and tell me to 


fuck off. 

"What?" He turned to me and | noticed that he looked a bit tired. Did he have a sleepless night too? 
"You know | like Meg. and.. well, | think you like Alex." | started looking at anything but his eyes. 
"Was it that obvious?" 

| looked at him with surprise. He didn't deny it, that was not the James | knew. 


"I like her.. in a serious way.. you know.. a girlfriend kind of way.. not the want-to-fuck-her way.." | kept my 


eyes on his, trying to read his reaction. 
"| got that, Quirk" He smiled at me. 


| need to know.. in what way you like Alex.. and | need to know.. how did you end up with her in the bedroom 
and." God, | can't even bring myself to ask him straight what | wanted to know. How hard was it to ask? "Did 


you fuck her when she was.. you know.. under influence?" 


He smirked at me and rolled his eyes. "The same way.. | brought her to the bedroom when she passed out.. 
and no, | didn't. Does that answer all your fucking questions?" 


‘James, | just.. | don't want anyone to fuck this up for me. you know.. Lars with his fucking mouth.. and God 
knows what Jason ended up doing with Melody... 


"Relax Hamster, she thinks you're a great guy and she'll like you back." 


Before | could answer that | knew for the fact that Alex liked him, the door into the studio flew open and Lars 
dragged his feet inside. He barely mumbled a ‘hit and dropped onto the couch, looking like shit. 


"Hi princess, had a rough night?" James chuckled. 


"Fock off! That focking nympho.. my dick is all blue.. everything focking hurts." He rubbed his hands on his 


crotch. 
"So you finally found a girl who can out fuck you?" James laughed. 


"I can't focking believe it was just one chick, | feel like | focked the whole bus by myself. The things she did for 


me, to me. fock." 


"So you're satisfied for a few days, then" | sat on the couch by Lars and he fell to my side, a wide smile 


growing on his face. 
"Going back to her place after we sign the focking contract, want to join me? She wouldn't mind." 
"No thanks.. | have other plans. 


Lars thew his feet over the couch side and turned to James."How about you? l'm telling you, the best focking 
blowjob in history!" 


"Pass, you know | don't fucking like leftovers.” 

"Your loss." 

Jason walked in and Lars' attention turned to next victim."Jason, do you focking have plans too?" 
"Hey guys! | do, why?" 


"Lars is soliciting his new friend, he's afraid he can't handle her all by himself for one more night” James 


smirked. 


"Fock you! | sure can, just wanted to share the joy, but if you're all focking dicks, I'll just keep her all to 
myself." 


"So, Newkid, did you help Melody get home?" James sipped on his beer and smiled. 

"Eventually." Jason tried to hide a catty smile. 

"Fock! Newkid topped her, was she good?" 

"Fuck off Lars, a gentlemen never fucks and tells." Jason laughed. 

"And you just proved you're not one!" 

"| didn't say | fucked her, all | said was that she got home eventually." 

"And your face completed the sentence." 

"So me and Jason scored, how about you two?" Lars pulled his shirt off, showing off multiple hickeys all over 
his body. Fuck! Did she try to eat him? Not hearing anyone answer his question, Lars turned to us. "So? Did 
you?" 

"Kind of hard to do it when one is out and other is busy trying to help her." James looked straight into my 
eyes with a ‘talk-and-you're-dead! kind of look 

(James' POV) 

| was turning and tossing in my bed for the last two hours. | just couldn't get this girl out of my mind. Why? 
She was the one | always dreamed about, the perfect one.. And she hates musicians.. fucking awesome. Mission 
impossible. | turned onto my back and pushed the pillow with my fist, tucking it under my head. 

The image of Alex from Meg's picture floated in my head and | closed my eyes. Her face propped on her 
forearms... | felt the skin on my stomach tingling. God | wanted that. The picture changed and | saw her in my 
arms.. her smiling lips whispering my name. A shiver shook my body and | smiled, remembering her amazing 
eyes. 

My mind started to play out the car scene, her lips.. her willing body.. my hands on her bare skin.. Oh.. | 
pushed covers aside, suddenly feeling hot. | could've just take her.. she wanted me.. no it was the drugs in her 
blood that wanted me. Fuck.. | almost... if she wouldn't have said those words | would've.. no.. | did try to stop 


her before that. Maybe | shouldn't have... 


| got up and walked to an open window, grabbing a pack of cigarettes. A year or two ago, | would've take her 


and not even had a guilty consciousness after. Just play it as it goes, take what's offered, no remorse, no 


regrets, living day by day, enjoying life in the moment. What was different now? 


| looked at the lonely light pole outside of my window, it barely highlighted the ground underneath. Just standing 
there, covered in countless half torn paper ads, which flapped helplessly in the morning breeze. Used, useless in 
the gray air of the morning light, all alone and sad. Waiting for the darkness to shine for a few hours only to 
be forgotten at the break of daylight. 


That's what changed! l'm sick and tired of being alone, I'm tired of waking up with someone | don't even fucking 
know. Binge drinking, never-ending parties, mindless fucking, countless faceless, nameless women, ready to drop 
on their knees and let me do anything | want. No feelings, no ties, nothing, just sex. Wake up and drink again to 


chase the hangover, repeating the previous day. 


Sure | had friends, | had my band, but suddenly it wasn't enough. | wanted to love and be loved. | want someone 
close to my heart, someone to comeback to after long exhausting tours. Someone who waits for me at home. | 
wanted that and | wanted her to be that someone. | wanted to love her, to wake up and see her smile, | wanted 


to be with her. And she hates my way of life.. Fuck! 


| wish | knew what she thought of me. Did she think of me at all? The meeting with Meg to sign the contract 
a few days ago didn't clear up anything, her father was there the entire time and we avoided the topic of 
party and what had happened. Kirk managed to talk to Meg very shortly and all | got from him was that Alex 
was fine but very embarrassed by the whole thing. 


Easy for Kirk, he knows that photo shoot with Meg is scheduled a week from now and he'll see his crush. And 
then Meg would join us on our tour after the album released in autumn, and he'd get all the time he wanted 
with her. What was | supposed to do? Wait? For what? Or, | could grow some fucking balls and try to talk to 
Alex. Just ask her out, get rejected and put an end to all this madness. 


XXIV. 


XXIV 


(Meg's POV) 

| had so much to do today and | couldn't find the right fucking pants! Arrrggg! | gave up on going over the 
hangers in my closet in the nice way and started to throw clothes out on my bed. Where the fuck did | put 
them? 


"Need some help?" Alex walked into my room, watching me ripping the next hanger off the rack. 


"Do you know what | did with my black jeans? You know, the ones with the zippers running down the sides of 
the legs." | grabbed the next innocent garment and sent it flying across the room. 


"You left them in the laundry room on the ironing board" She picked up a few pieces of my clothing and 
returned them to their hangers. "Nervous?" 


‘Extremely! My first photo shoot, my very own photo shoot! Alex, what if | fuck it up? | mean, they're nice 
guys, but what if | don't have any nice shots? | know they signed the contract, but if | fuck up." 


"Meg, you're a great photographer, you'll do fine, you won't fuck up. Just don't get distracted with a certain 
guitarists eyes." She walked by me, putting my clothes back into the closet. 


"Easy for you to say.. that is what I'm afraid ofl Alex, please come with me! You can help me to stay focused, 
please!" | sat on the bed and tried my best to pull a puppy eyes look. 


"Meg, you know | can't! | promised Tom to help him move. It was planned long before you planned your shoot. 
He can't change his plans, everything is set in motion, the truck will be there today and we still need to finish 
packing his living room. He's already lost you as a helper, we can't both bail on him." 
| don't know what | was thinking when | planned this. | completely forgot about Tom." 


"That's because you had your mind on something else.. or someone else." Alex sat by me and smiled. 


| can't stop thinking about him.. is that bad? | mean, he's my boss and all | want to do is get my hands on his 


sexy ass." 
"Now, now, Diane, hold your horses!" She giggled. 


"What did you call me? Oh youl" | grabbed a pillow off the floor and threw it at her laughing face. 


"You sounded like her! | want his sexy ass!" She caught the pillow and pulled it her chest, falling back on the 
bed and wrapping her arms around it. "Oh Kirk! Kiss me.. uh.." 


"It would be more realistic if you say James, not Kirk, | know you want to see him!" 

The smile vanished off her face and she sat up. "Did you have to remind me of what | did?" 
"Oh... God, Alex | didn't mean too, sorry.. | thought you were over that." 

She stood up and started walking to the door. 


"IFs okay, it's not like he wants to see me, you know, he knows where | live and could try to come by or 


something... call, try to ask me out.. he didn't. So we know you were wrong, he doesn't like me." 
"He does, maybe he's just shy..” 

"Or just repulsed by the whole drug-puking thing, that was very sexy." 

"Or just waiting for you to get over you embarrassment: 


"He could've call and ask if I'm okay.. or something.. he probably doesn't even remember my name. He has 


plenty of girls worshiping and chasing him, why bother with some girl he met at a party." 
"You want me to ask him to come over today after the shot?" 


Alex turned to me and something in her eyes was so unbelievably sad. Oh.. shit.. this was more than just a 
crush. She.. she really liked him.. a lot. Wow.. | didn't know it was that serious. 


| wont be home, so it's fine, but wouldn't you rather invite Kirk and be alone with him? | will be spending the 
night at Tom's new place, I'll be too tired to drive that far back after we unload everything. You have the 


house to yourself till the next noon" 


"Are you tempting me to sin? That is so evill You know that saying, ‘Lead me not to temptation, | can find the 
way myself?" 


"I know you will and | hope you'll have fun!" 


She walked out of my room and | couldn't help but notice her sigh. Fuck.. | had to find out what the hell was 
wrong with James. | knew he liked her, seriously, why didn't he call? Was she right? Was | forgetting that 
those guys didn't have a problem finding girls? Was Kirk like that too? | needed to figure out a good way to 
find out, | wish | could read minds. 


(Kirk's POV) 

The photo shoot was over and | volunteered to help Meg put all her equipment into her car. Jason had already 
left and James was talking to Lars, looking our way time to time. | think he was hoping that Meg would bring 
Alex with her or at least talk about her, but Meg was too busy telling us what to do, where to stand, and 
moving her lights around. | think she was too nervous and trying not to show it. 

James just closed up, barely saying a word thorough the whole session. Lars was the one talking nonstop about 
everything, laughing about his hickeys, asking Meg to make sure they don't show on the pictures. | just 
concentrated on not looking like a ‘deer in the headlights' and making funny faces at the camera, trying to make 


Meg feel more relaxed. Plus | loved to hear her laugh, it sounded so pure and beautiful. 


| loaded the last bag into her car and closed the door. Meg was already in the driver's seat. | had to ask her 
out before she left. 


"Meg... do you have any plans... later today?" 
She turned to me with a smile. 

"| have to develop my films and see if | got any good shots. That will probably take some time." 
"And after that?" She was probably too tired to go out, maybe | should ask her about tomorrow? 
"After that | have a date.. with Freddy." She bit her lip. 


‘Oh... a date.." | felt my hope slowly fading. She has a date.. am | too late? Fuck! 


(Meg's POV) 


Oh my God! He sounded so sad! | can't torture him like that, he did try to ask me out, and all those faces 


during the shot he made me feel at ease and enjoy my work. The reward for that will be.. 

"Kirk, why don't you join us? | remember promising to watch a horror movie with you back at the party, and 
we never did, so | owe you one." | tried to sound calm and hold my grin back. Wait, this is not asking out, this 
is asking.. um... in 


"| don't want to interfere with your date..." 


"He wouldn't mind. My mother sent me a new unreleased movie. So | planned to watch it Today, just me, 


popcorn and.. Freddy Krueger." Please get the hint! his face lit up. 
"No one else?" 


"Nope, not even Alex, she's helping Tom move, so she won't be home." His eyes sparkled at me and my heart 


jumped. Just me and you.. oh.. | cant wait! 


"What time?" He looked like he barely held himself from jumping, a big smile lighting his face. | loved that smile 


so much! So unbelievably cute! 


"About ten, | think lIl be done by then. | hope you remember where | live?" Am | making a mistake? Maybe we 


should just go somewhere, where there's people.. less tempting to jump him.. 
"What should | bring?" 


| bit my tongue, almost answering ‘just your sexy ass. God! | am sounding and acting like Diane! Fuck it! | want 


him. 

"Just yourself, see you at ten!" | turned the key in the ignition 

"See youl" 

Woohooo! Okay, this was going well so far. Now,when we're alone, | can find out about James. He seemed to be 


in a bad mood today, so | didn't even bother to talk about Alex. Plus all these guys around.. I'll be more 


comfortable asking Kirk. And he is mine. Game, set, match. 


XXV. 


XXV 

(Kirk's POV) 

The movie was great, it was the unreleased Nightmare on Elm Street 4: The Dream Master. Normally | would 
just completely get into the movie, not paying attention to anything else, but not today. | loved Freddy, but | 
couldn't concentrate, my mind was busy trying to come up with what to do after the movie was over. 

Should | stay or go? Should | try to kiss her? Should | try to hug her, or move closer? Would she think it was 
too fast? Did she invite me in for a reason, or just because she owed me a movie viewing? Oh God, | didn't 


want to screw this up. | wish | could read her mind. 


Meg was sitting by my side with her legs stretched to the coffee table, and my eyes were drawn to the 


zipper running up the side of her leg. Mmmnn, how | would love to pull those down.. touch her skin.. 

She laughed at a funny line in the movie that | had completely missed while drowned in my thoughts. | let out 
a small laugh and tried to figure out what was happening on the screen. She reached for the popcorn on the 
table, bracing herself on the couch, and | felt shivers dancing through my body when her elbow touched my 
leg. She turned to me. 


"Are you cold?" 


"Um. no.. lm okay." Fuck, she felt that. Why couldn't | just tell her what | felt? Meg, ever since | met you, | 
can't stop thinking about you. | want to kiss you, hold you in my arms.. | want to be with you.. 


"Are you sure? | can get the blanket, if you want” She smiled at me. 

‘Im fine.” Maybe the blanket would help, just imagine, me and her under one blanket... oohh.. 

"Hey, | forgot something! She stood up on her knees on the couch, reaching for the box on the shelves behind 
it. Her hip brushed against my shoulder and | held my breath when her top slid up, opening a stretch of her 
skin Oh God! My eyes traced on her bare waist and slid down to her stomach. | just wanted to.. oh.. the 


torture! 


"Here, look what my Mom sent me with the movie!" She bit her lip and | barely held myself from just pulling 
her to me. God | wanted her! Meanwhile, Meg opened the box and my eyes widened. 


"Whah! Freddy's glove! Cool!" 


"| remember you told me that you collected horror movie memorabilia, so this is my present to you. You like 


it?" Her eyes sparkled. 


"You serious? Wow! Thanks!" | put the glove on my right hand and played it in front of her, mimicking Freddy's 


movements. 


"One, two, Freddy's coming for youl" | moved my hand closed to her and slid the blades of the glove on her 
face, down to her neck. She giggled. 


"Oh no! Are you going to kill me?" She bit her lip with an innocent expression and blinked her eyes at me, like a 
scared little girl. That got me into the role playing and | gripped her throat with an evil smile, imitating Freddy's 


Voice. 


"How sweet, fresh meat." My hand slid lower and one of the blades got tangled in the opening of her blouse. | 
panicked and pulled back watching the button pop open in slow motion, revealing the top of her bra. She looked 


down and then returned her eyes to my face with a wicked smile dancing on her lips. 

"Nice move, mister Krueger.." | saw devilish sparks in her eyes. 

‘Sorry... | didn't mean to." | lowered my head, feeling the blood rushing to my face. 

"I was hopping you did." She moved closer to me and placed her hand on my thigh. 

"Meg... l." My body started to shake as she moved her hand up my leg and her face moved closer. 

Oh.. God.. she wanted it.. | pulled the glove off and let it drop down. My hands reached to her face, pulling her 
closer. She moved forward, meeting my lips and pushing me down on my back, sliding her body on mine. | let 
my lips tell her just how much | liked her, how much | wanted to be with her, and she answered to that with 
overwhelming passion. 

Our bodies clung to each other, burning, yearning closeness. Heat burst into my blood, turning it to fire when 
my hands slid under her blouse and reached her desirable bare skin A moan escaped my mouth as my hands 
drew higher, finally reaching her breasts. 

She growled and press into me, then slid her hands lower and tugged my tee up. | moved my hands to her 
back, eagerly searching for the bra clasp. Where the fuck is it? My fingers felt a straight line, no hooks, no 
nothing.. What the fuck? 


"Kirk." She parted from the kiss and sat up. "I like you.. and | want you.. | just need to know.. what you think.. | 


mean, | know you're not exactly a guy who has a hard time finding a girl.. what | mean to say." 
"Meg, | couldn't stop thinking about you since I've met you.. | want you to be with me.. be my girlfriend." 


“That is all | needed to hear.. now, where were we?" She pulled her top off and smiled as she heard me gasp. 


"And.. Kirk. it opens in front." She giggled and returned her hands to my tee, pulling it off and throwing it 
behind her. 


(Meg's POV) 


| smiled, feeling warmth under my cheek and opened my eyes. My arm looked so indecently white next to the 
olive color of Kirk's stomach. | ran my fingers over his skin and up to his chest and he giggled. 


"That tickles." 

"Good morning." | press my lips to his skin, feeling his arms pulling me closer. 
"The best morning ever." He murmured back. 

| raised my head and looked at the clock on the wall. 

"Eleven fifty-three! Oh my God, Kirk! Alex will be home any minute!" | sat up. 


"| guess we'd better dress." He slowly stretched his arms up and | couldn't help but admire his beautiful body. 
Oh, you teaser! | soo don't want you to dress, | love to see you just like this.. a little longer. 


"Or, we could just move to my bedroom.. take a shower." 
He looked at me and smiled. 
‘Mmmmnn, sounds great.. a shower with you..” His hand brushed against my leg. 


"Come on, Kirk, we don't want her to walk in on us like this, in the living room." | stood up and started to 


gather our clothes, which were in disarray all around the couch. 


"Should | put my pants on, or just walk upstairs like this.. bare ass and all?" He sat up and picked my bra off 
the coffee table. | looked at him and bit my lip. 


"Like that.. so | can watch your ass walking in front of me." | grinned at him. 
"Not fair! | was planning on watching yours!" 
The noise of the garage door opening sped up our movements and we darted to the stairs. 


‘Oh, my God! Not a minute too soon" | press the door of my bedroom shut behind me and laughed. 


"Okay, here is the plan. You stay here, I'll go and say hi to Alex and tell her.. um.. that you're here.. then I'l 


join you in the shower and after that.. well, we'll see." 
"Can't wait for you to come back" Kirk walked to my bed and dropped on his back on top of the covers, 
stretching his arms to the sides. Oh.. what a picture! Him on my bed.. naked.. mmmnnhhh... | have to talk to 


Alex fast, so | can come back to this.. 


| put on my robe and glimpsed at Kirk one more time before walking out. Oh my.. he is so yummy! | skipped 
over a few stairs coming down and made it there right as Alex was coming in from the garage. 


"Hey Alex! You're home, | missed you." 

Oh really? Just tell me am | home too early? | tried to stall as much as | could, even went shopping." 
"Um.. not too early, just in time." | giggled, following her to the living room. She looked at me with a smile. 
"So.. where is he hiding?" 

"How do you know he's still here?" | smiled back. 

She walked to the couch and picked up Kirk's shoe. 

"You didn't kick him out barefoot, did you?" 

More like bareass.. mmnnn.. need to come back to that.. 

"Um.he's in my bedroom.. we just made it there.. right before you came.." 


"So, what the hell are you doing here talking to me then?" She dropped onto the couch and pulled one of my 


earnings from under her. "So this was the place of sin?" 
"Mmmhhh." 


"Meg, | was planning to go and mess with Old Betsy with music playing loud in my earphones, so the house is 
yours. Now, gol" She laughed at me. 


"You're the best friend ever!" | quickly kissed her cheek and ran back to my bedroom. 


XXVI. 


XXVI 
(James' POV) 


In the afternoon | decided to go for a mindless drive to clear my head. Another sleepless night left me with a 
scrambled mind. | should've asked Alex out a long time ago, now it had been too long.. fuck. | could've called to 
find out how she was doing after that party or something, instead | just closed up and got cold feet. Now | 
knew that | had feelings for her, and taking the rejection would be so much harder.. but what if she said yes? 
If only | knew.. 


The only hope was that Kirk remembered to ask Meg about all this.. he probably hadn't, and it was 
understandable, he was too busy building his own confidence when | talked to him. Going to Meg's place got him 
excited and scared the shit out of him at the same time. He kept asking me if he should try to kiss her, or it 


was too soon.. how do | fucking know? 


| wondered if he was still there.. he hadn't called last night.. so everything probably went just right. Lucky 
bastard. | wish.. | was that lucky. | stared at the ass of the black pick-up in front of me. 


"What the fuck! Locate the fucking gas and drivel" | screamed my frustration out at the slow moving truck. 


Seriously! Fucker! | swerved around it, screeching my tires on the pavement and giving the driver the finger. 


The small street on the right side looked clear of traffic and my hands turned the wheel before my brain 
made a decision Okay, let's see where | end up. The quiet road climbed up the hill and then for a few blocks 
down and up again. A San Francisco drive, up and down all the way to the ocean Fun! | sped up before the next 


climb and with the corner of my eye saw something moving my way. 


| hit the brakes just in time as the big colorful beach ball bounced in front of my car, followed by a small boy. 
| waited for the him to get his toy and looked around. Where the fuck am |, by the way? | looked at the name 
of the street and my heart skipped. Should | take it as a sign? There was Tim's house, | slowly passed it, 
feeling my heart jumping in my chest. 


There it is, the gray brick, two story house. My car crawled closer and | noticed that the garage door was 

open. Kirk's car was parked on the street and | stopped right behind it. Now what? | was sure she was home, 
since the garage was her domain, so it wouldn't be open without her. | could just walk in there and.. no. What 
the fuck Hetfield! Stop been such a pussy! Go in, ask her out, you know that's what you want! What do | say? 


Hi, remember me? Sorry it took me so long..Yeah, sounds gay.. 


Okay, | could just pretend that I'm looking for Kirk. That's a good ideal | could see if she was glad to see me and 
then.. The end or the beginning. | took a deep breath and got out of the car. | walked in and when | saw her, | 
stopped, swallowing my gasp. Fuck! Why is it that every time | see her she have to tease me like this! Fucking 


unbelievable! But soooo.. nice. 

She was working on the car, bent over under the hood, and | noticed a long cord was stretched from the 
stereo to her headphones. Her ass moved side to side and | found myself hypnotized by the movement. Fuck. | 
just want to come behind her and.. mmnnnhh.. 

She was too preoccupied with her work to notice my presence, and | took my time to admire the view. Tight 
jeans and a small black tank top.. those open shoulders.. neck.. and.. ASS!!! God, | want her! She wiped her hand 


on the rag that was hanging from her back pocket and murmured the words of the song. 


"You stand in the front just a shakin’ your ass." Her body followed the rhythm and | bit my lip as she 


continued. 

"IIl take you backstage, you can drink from my glass." 

Yes please..| so would take you.. 

"lIl talk about somethin’ you can sure understand.” 

Sex, talk to me about sexlll 

"Cause a month on the road and I'll be eatin’ from your hand" 


| sooo would.. She bent lower and stretched to something, her hips pressing into the car. Oh.. the fucking 


torture! 
"Sweeeeeet emoooootiooooon..” 
Oh yes, so sweet.. 


She stepped back and slid the wrench into her back pocket. Oh.. fuck.. that is sooo.. hot.. | barely held back a 


moan. 
She bent closer, pulling on something and winced, grabbing her elbow. 
"Fuck! You can bite me all you want, I'm not stopping!" 


| knew she was talking to the car.. but.. damn.. those words are sooo not helping to get the dirty thoughts out 
of my mind.. And | have to get them out before | speak 


"Come on baby! One way or the other I'll get it off, just cooperate.. please." 


Is she doing it on purpose? 


She pulled her earphones off and turned her attention back to the car. | stepped closer and cleared my throat. 


"Need some help with that?" | held my breath, waiting for her to turn, 


(Alex's POV) 


The voice behind me made me jump and | jerked my head up, hitting the hood of the car. 

"Oh. fuck!" | grabbed the back of my head and turned Oh my Gods! He is herel 

"Hi. James, nice to see you again!" Dammit! Why is it every time | see him, | manage to embarrass myself in 
front of him? | rubbed the throbbing pain in the back of my head. Ouch. What should | say? | needed to say 
something.. 


"Are you okay?" 


"Yeah, just a little bump, nothing serious.. What brings you here?" Oh, fucking great! Couldn't find anything 
better to ask? Shit! 


"| was just driving.. and saw Kirk's car." He looked awkward. 


"Yeah.. um.. he's upstairs.. with Meg." They were kind of busy at the moment.. lucky bastards. Please tell me 
you weren't just looking for Kirk.. 


Oh... So.. what are you working on, | mean | can help.. if you don't mind, that is... 
Oh my Gods, he is shy! 
He looked at the car and walked closer bending over the engine. "She's a beauty!" 


"She is! I'm determined to get her back on the road again, but she's been a bitch and won't cooperate." | joined 
him under the hood. Well, this is.. very close.. so close and yet so far.. 


‘| see you're replacing the spark plugs." 


"Done with all but one, this little sucker won't come off." | pulled at the plug again, making no progress at 


removing it. 


‘Let's see." James' hand neared mine and | let go, watching him turn the annoying part a few times before 


pulling it off with one hard pull. My eyes slid over his arm, admiring his muscles. Oh. so sexy.. Gods, he looked 
so hot.. 


"Here.. it was really stuck up there.." He turned to me. 


"Didn't look like it when you did it.. so easy." | handed him a can of WD-40 and he generously sprayed it on the 


replacement plug before placing it into the socket: 

"There, all done." He smiled at me. God he looks so good! So unbelievably sexy in those tight black jeans and this 
sleeveless tee.. mmmnnm. He looks just like my James.. | just want to wrap my arms around his neck and pull 
him to my lips.. | felt hot and wiped my face with my hand, chasing away my thoughts. 

"Is there anyone who helps you? It looks like you've been working too hard." 

Wait. was that a smirk | heard in his voice? 

"Do you think that, since I'm a girl, | don't know shit about cars and | need help?" 

"No, | mean.. you.. you just have engine grease all over your face." His smile grew wider. 

Oh fuck! | went around the front and got into the car to look at myself in the rear view mirror. Shit! Nice 
going Alex! | looked like a grease monkey! Why Gods, why do you hate me so much? | tried to rub of some of 


the smudges, but my hand left even bigger marks on my skin. Fuuuck'll 


| quickly looked at James, thankfully, he was too busy looking at the engine. | lifted the bottom of my top and 


cleaned my face. 


(James' POV) 

Shit.. did | have to tell her that? Now she'll get all embarrassed. | gave her time to check herself in the mirror 
and peeked from under the hood. 

"So. tell me, did you find what the problem is?" 

Alex stood up in the car, fixing her hair up. 


"It hasn't ran for a long time. The starter will kick in, but it just spins. The engine won't turn over, so.. | 


figured that the starter is not engaging the flywheel." 


Oh.. my.. God.. she talks.. car! And it sounded like she know what she was talking about! Oh my fucking God! This 


is so sexyl 

"Yeah, so." More cartalk please.. I'm all ears. and eyes.. 

She sighed. 

"So, of course at first | changed the starter, it didn't helped, so | went after the spark plugs." 


"Did you try turning the crank pulley with the wrench? Sometimes it helps." Was it too much car language? 
Maybe | should go easier on her. But, if she understood what | meant, she is absofuckinglutely my kind of girll 


"| did, it didn't work. | just hope | don't have to completely rebuild the engine.." She sighed again and | found 
myself hoping that she had to. | could help her, be here with her every day.. working side by side. 


"Try to start it." 
"Okay, here goes nothing." She sat down and looked at me. 


Please Betsy go with me on this, please don't start. Not yet, not right now.. | need more time. | heard the 
starter spinning. Yay!!! | barely held in a victorious smile. Good girl Betsy, we will be good friends! 


Alex pulled the key out of the ignition and stood up. 


"She just hates me.. so rebuilding the engine it is. Shit! | would've just replaced it, but its the original 283 cubic 
inch V8." 


Hell yeah! Oh.. that sounds so hot coming from her lips.. 
| can help you work on the engine." Please say yes.. 


She looked at me and smiled. "It will be a lot of work, possibly a week if we work every day. are you sure you 
want to help?" 


"Are you kidding? I'd love to! This is an amazing car!" And I'll be here, by you.. every day..for a week.. oh, yes! 


XXVII 


(Kirk's POV) 


Meg came back to the bedroom with a catty smile, holding two tall glasses of orange juice in her hands. 


"| promise we'll have a better breakfast later. | don't know if you like orange juice.. if you don't, | can get you 


something else." She sat on the bed by me and handed me the cold drink. 


‘| like it, thanks.. so.. what did Alex say?" | took a sip from my glass. | wanted to pull that robe off of her so 
badly. But Alex was home.. so. should | go? | don't want to.. | want stay here with Meg. | was shy last night, 


but now | feel more confident and | want more.. | want to drive her crazy. 


"Alex said she's is going to work on Old Betsy with loud music in her earphones.. so." She put her drink on the 
nightstand and glided her chilled by the glass hand on my side. | almost choked on my juice when she slowly 
pulled her robe off of her shoulders, enjoying the teasing game. 


"Mnnn.. you know she's a very good friend." 

"She's the best!" Meg's hands slid out of the sleeves and ran over my stomach. She slowly moved them to my 
back, looking into my eyes. She lowered me on the covers, pulling the robe off and throwing it to the side. | 
smiled with approval and she mounted me, curving her back. 

"| thought we were taking a shower. but | have a better idea." 

| smiled back, throwing her aside and positioning myself on top of her and slowly kissing my way from her neck 
to her breasts. My turn to tease you. She gasped when | got hold of her nipple with my mouth and pressed to 
me with a soft moan. 

"Mnmn.. a much better idea." | murmured into her skin, returning to her neck and running my hands in her 


hair. | loved this silky long fiery hair, so beautiful, so wild.God, | have a girlfriend and she is hot. | smiled at my 
thoughts against her skin. 


(Meg's POV) 


Oh.. God.. his lips are so soft. | love this nibbling on my skin. | felt him pressing to me with his hard flesh and 
pushed my hips up to meet him, but he smiled and pulled away. 


"Not yet." His voice sounded raspy and it overheated my senses. What do you mean not yet? | want you! Now! 
"Kirk, don't toy with me or I'll rape you." 

He smiled and covered my lips with his, melting my urge into the tender kiss and pushing my arms above my 
head. Oh. this is so different. I'm used to taking control, | love doing that, be the alpha dog, | enjoy it, Teasing, 


making boys do what | want. But he is so.. mmnm... okay baby. whatever you want.. | surrender... and | like it. 


All| could do was groan in pleasure as he toyed with me, teasing and pushing against me. | obeyed every kiss, 


every move, melting into the tenderness. God this is so intoxicating.. | want him so much right now. 


"Kirk.. please." | pressed my body against him, wanting, needing. He smiled at me and continue to caress my 
body with barely there touches that were creating such an intense sensation | was drowning in the new-to- 


me overpowering feeling. 


| started to moan and pant, feeling the quiver beginning to build low inside of me. Oh.. God | want more of this 
tease. He started to circling his cock around my burning with need entrance and | lost it, my hips moved 
higher, trying to catch him and he gave in to my will, moving up and entering me with a soft push. | pull him 
to me, craving for deeper contact and he gripped my hips, pressing tightly against me. 


Our movements became more frantic as we both drew closer to the edge. His thrusts met my pace, sending 
waves of pleasure coursing through my body. His lips locked on my neck, sucking, licking, whispering against my 
skin 


"0h. Meg.. baby.. mmnnn." His hands were on my breasts, pulling, twisting, squeezing. 


Orgasm hit me like an explosion with breathtaking power, flooding my brain with electrifying strength and | 


cried my peak out. 

"Uh... baby...” 

The waves kept coming making me moan and quiver, pacing my head, thrashing under his body, completely 
drunk with pleasure. It felt as this would never stop and | didn't want it too. All | knew it never felt like this 
before. He grew bigger inside of me with every push and thrust deeper with a moan, releasing his seed. 


"Oh... yes...” 


With a final jerk my body went limp, | opened my eyes and met his almost black gaze. Oh.. my God.. I'm in love.. 


(Kirk's POV) 


I'd never felt a girl going so far into her orgasm, and judging by her expression, she'd never felt that before 

either. | pulled all my skills to drive her crazy, proving that | could do better and | succeeded. Last night she 

took control and it all ended so fast, | couldn't hold it, overexcited to get something I'd wanted for so long. But 
now the tables were turned | read it loud and clear in her eyes. Oh yes! 

She didn't say anything, just snuggled to my side and | couldn't stop smiling at my victory, feeling the 


difference in her touch. This was a real, no game, loving feeling. No more cute puppy Quirk. Meet the hot and 
confident Kirk. 


After we finally showered and dressed, | put my tee on and glanced out the window. A very familiar car was 


parked right behind mine. Oh! 


"Meg, you remember yesterday when we talked about Alex and James.. you know, figuring out how we can help 


them get together?" 

"We just need to get them in one room alone and let it play out" She was lying on the bed, fully dressed, 
watching me. | could just jump on the bed by her and pull all those clothes off.. wait.. James is here, we can 
play later. 

"Guess who's car is parked on the street." 

She jumped to her feet and joined me by the window. 

"You mean James is here? Oh my God! Finally! Wonder where they are.." 


"Garage. | know James well, he is drooling over that Chevy." | hope he's drooling over the girl, too. 


"We need to spy a bit, before going in. | don't want to spoil anything by just dropping in on them." Meg gave 


me a conspiring smile. 
We tiptoed down on the secret stairs leading to the garage and she bent down to look through the key hole. | 
swallowed a moan at the sight of her ass in front of me and immediately pressed to her, pulling her hips 


closer. She turned and giggled. 


"Kirk, stop it.. | can't concentrate on spying if you do that." Her whisper brought a wicked smile to my lips and | 


pulled back only to push a few playful thrusts. Meg straightened up and turned in my arms, pressing me tight 
to her. 


"Playing with fire?" Her face lit up with a devilish smile when she lifted her knee, wrapping her leg around my 
waist and pushing herself up. | got hold of her hips, taking one step forward and pressing her against the door. 
Her body pushed on the handle and we fell through the open door into the garage floor. 


(Meg's POV) 


There was nothing | could do to stop our fall and we landed in a very compromising position. Me on the floor 


and Kirk on top of me between my wide spread legs. 
"Nice entrance." James’ smirked at us. 

Kirk helped me off the floor and turned to our friends. 
"Hi James, Alex." 

"Hi Kirk! Meg, are you okay?" Alex giggled. 


"Hi James! Oh Alex, | think | have a concussion.. ouch!" | rubbed the back of my head. Shit! Good thing we're 


stopped kissing at the moment of fall, or one of us wouldve gotten their tongue bitten off or lost some teeth. 
Alex walked closer and turned my arm. 


"You skid your elbow! Come on, I'll get you some ice and a bandage." She pulled me to the door and | followed 


her, watching Kirk's apologetic expression. 

‘lm sorry." 

‘Its okay, it was my ass that pushed the handle anyway, not your fault. buuut, you can kiss it better later." | 
gave him a wicked smile and closed the door to the house. 

(Kirk's POV) 


"Aww.. how sweet.. | might throw up.." James turned to me. "So. | see, everything went well last night.. you're 


still here and." 
"And | have a hot girlfriend!" My face lit up. | do! Yay! 


"Congrats." James turned his attention back to the car. 


| hope you're not here just drooling over the car.. you're drooling over the girl too, right?" | know him, he 


may forget about anyone in the room if he saw some old rusty monster. 

‘Im not drooling, l'm helping to fix this beauty." James ran his hand on the Chevy's side. 
"Aaaand? | hope you're fixing something between you and Alex..” 

"None of your business, Quirk" He tried to snap at me but his voice didn't sound mean. 


‘Oh come on James! | thought we could talk about it, you know, | thought you and me could be in this 
together... the girls are best friends and we-" 


"I am, okay, | just.. Kirk, l'm happy for you and Meg. | didn't get far, just a few smiles and the invitation to help 
with the car.. that's all" He turned to me and looked at the door. "I don't know how to act, same as you were 
yesterday, before you left. | don't want to scare her away." 


"Anything | can do to help? Should | take Meg to my place or should we stay here?" 


"We're done here for today.. and | don't want to leave.. but | don't know how to stay.. any thoughts?" 


(Alex's POV) 


‘Oh my God! Alex! James is here, what did he say? When did he come in? What did you say?" Meg's face was 


beaming with excitement. 


"He came looking for Kirk. and ended up helping me with Betsy.." | looked at my friend and sighed. "and | lied 
about the car.. told him | need to rebuild the engine. 


Meg's eyes widened. 


"You lied? Ooohhh.. now | heard everything! So.. he will be here, helping.. great! Alex just move in on him, trust 
me, if he's anything like Kirk, you have to make the first move." 


"He was kind of shy.. | can't believe it, not something | expect from a rockstar." 
"So.. should | take Kirk away..leave you all alone?" 
"Oh nol Please don't, not yet. | need to figure out where to go with my lie first. | wish | knew how to cover it 


up.. dammit!" | can't believe | did that! | wanted him around everyday with me in the garage and it just came 


out without thinking. Shit! When he figures out that | lied.. oh.. Gods! 


‘Okay, so what should we do? We can make dinner... no.. that would hold him here as long as you want to." 


Meg bit her lip, deep in her thoughts, while | cleaned her elbow and was just about to put the band-aid when 
the loud ring of the phone made me jump. 


"Hello?" 

"Hey Alex! So did you figure out where your purse is yet?" | recognized Tom's voice. 

"My purse? Oh shit!" | never liked to carry a purse for that reason | was so used to having all | needed in my 
pockets, that | always lost something l'm not in the habit of having with me. Same thing happened to other 
things, like umbrellas. 


"You know | never even thought of it. So, | guess you have it?" 


"Yep. I'm not coming back to San Francisco anytime this week, | could drop it off next week. Do you have 


anything important in it?" 

| searched my pockets, unloading everything on the table. Okay, money here, | know that, | went shopping, now, 
where are my house keys? | came home, opened the door.. no wait, | came through the garage door. Fuck! And 
my driver's license? Oh this is just great! | drove all the way from Santa Barbara without my license. Shit! 

"ll have to come and get it.. | don't know-" 

Meg was carefully listening our conversation and grabbed the phone from me. 

"Tom, will you be home tonight? We're coming to get it. Hi, by the way!" 


"We are?" | looked at her, trying to figure out what she had on her mind. 


"Sorry | wasn't there to help you, something just came up.. Love you too! See you soon. Bye!" She hung up the 
phone and turned to me. 


"Yes, we are! Can you think of a better way to be close to each other than in the car, driving together for a 
looong time?" Her lips moved into a catty smile as she waggled her eyebrows at me.'Sitting side by side." 


"What if they can't go, if they have plans." Just the thought of sitting by James for hours sent my body into 
a hot flash. 


"I know they don't, me and Kirk talked about it yesterday.. um today." She giggled. 


(James' POV) 

"We can go out, go to the bar or something.. all of us." Kirk rubbed his forehead. 

Before | could answer, the door opened up and the girls came back into the garage. 

“There, all better!" Meg flashed the band-aid on her elbow. 

“Aaawww.. | was looking forward to kissing it better." Kirk pouted his lips. Oh.. this is so sickening.. 

"No one said you can't" Meg walked to my friend and hugged him. | looked at Alex, she looked a bit awkward. 
Okay.. here it comes.. she would say that we'll see each other tomorrow and off | go. Fuck.. Okay, bar it is, | 
can't think of anything else right now anyway. | was just about to open my mouth when Meg pulled away from 
Kirk and turned to face us. 

"Guys... we have a little problem. Tom just called, Alex forgot her purse at his place and we need to go get it. 
The problem is, her driver license is in it, so she can't drive, and | always get sleepy in the car. | can't drive 


for five hours myself" She paused and looked straight at me. 


"We're in! | want to be with you as long as possible and James loves driving. Where are we going?" Kirk pulled 


Meg back to him, encircling her in his arms. 


"Santa Barbara. l'm sorry, | always lose stuff.. | hope it's not to much trouble." Alex looked at me and | tried 


my best to hide my victorious smile. 
"Not at alll" Ten hours in one car, oh yes! Thank you Godl 


"Okay then! Its settled! We'll have dinner and go." Meg laughed when Kirk's lips reached her neck. "Not that kind 
of dinner, Mister Dracula!" She pulled him to the door. 


| noticed Alex lowering her eyes. Was that a good sign or a bad one? 


XXVII. 


XXVIII 


(Alex's POV) 

We agreed on taking Meg's Ford for one reason and one reason only, it was the only car big enough for a long 
trip. | wish we could take my Trans Am but whoever was unlucky enough to sit in the back would suffer for 
ten hours squeezed into an uncomfortable position. 

James decided to drive all the way, refusing to let Kirk or Meg take turns. | took the passenger seat in the 
front, turning half way to the back so | could see Meg and Kirk, | hated talk to people that | couldn't see. 
James grabbed a few cassettes from his car right before we left, and we loaded up on snacks and started our 


unexpected and spontaneous trip. 


We just talked, listen to the music and enjoying the beauty of the coastal highway. The ocean was on the right, 


with huge live oak trees growing on the hillsides, changing time to time with grape vines on the left. 


"Hey James, you think we should let the girls hear what we play?" Kirk pulled between us and started 
searching though the cassettes. 


"Yeah! We never heard any of your stuff and | should, since I'll be there with you on the show." 

"Here, Ride The Lightning! Let's see what you think." Kirk pushed the cassette into the car stereo. 

The beginning sounded so serene and soft, and | just opened my mouth to say that's it's nice when the first 
heavy and fast riffs flooded the car, taking over my senses. James’ voice came next and | felt my heart speed 
up with music, magnetized by his rough singing. Wow.. not what | expected, not what | expected at alll 


"James is that you? You sound kind of.. young." Meg stuck her head between us, turning the volume up. 


"That album is from four years ago, before James' balls dro-.. um.. when he was younger...’ James glared into 


the rear view mirror, changing Kirk's answer mid-sentence. 


"That is so sick! | love it! Do you sound different now?" Meg handed me a beer and giggled when Kirk pulled her 


back. She hung onto back of the James’ seat, waiting for the answer and making eyes at me. 
"Just heavier... still sound like a drunk sailor.. hehe.." James smirked. 


"Cool! Are you sure you don't want me to drive a bit? We all can change places." 


"Nah... l'm fine." 


(Kirk's POV) 
Meg dropped back into the seat and started to move her head with music. Great, she likes it! Let's see what 
she'll say when my solo comes. | joined her in the metal head dance and smiled when she stopped and stared at 


me. 


"Wow! Kirk is that you? Oh my God it's so amazing!" She moved closer to me and placed playful kiss on my lips. 


| pulled her closer and deepened it into a passionate kiss. Mmnnn.. so sweet.. so hot.. too bad we're not alone. 


(James' POV) 

In the rear view mirror | saw Meg and Kirk kissing and smirked to myself. Tease! | want to do that too. | looked 
at Alex. She had her eyes closed, moving her head with the music and smiling. It's a good reaction, so she likes 
it. Wonder what she thinks..she didn't say anything.. maybe | should ask. 

"So, Alex what you think?" 

She opened her eyes and turned to me. 


Its angry, fast, loud and great! Not what | expected.” 


"What did you expect? | hope you didn't think we played something like Poison or Bon Jovi." | smirked and saw 


her smile grow wider. 


"Ha-ha. | can imagine James singing, Shooot in the heart and yyoouu're tooo blaaame, you giive loooove a bad 


name. hahaha." Kirk sang in a high pitched voice from the back seat. 
‘Or even better, Talk Dirty to Me!" Meg joined him in laughter. 


"Hey, Poison is my favorite band of all time! You know, awesome deep lyrics, make up, | just love it alll" Alex 


laughed. 
"Yeah in James’ case it would be, talk dirty to me and you're dead." Kirk deepened his voice, imitating James. 
"I saw how much you love them. What was it? Hit the face or crotch for ten points." | remembered Alex's 


favorite target and the memory of what happened next in that garage flashed in my mind. Mmh.. God that 
was so.. fuck, its so hot in here! 


"Yeah.. that was fun, | guess, | wish | remembered that part." Alex's voice sounded differently and | looked at 
her. She lowered her head and was threading the bottom of her shirt, then turned to the window. Oh.. shit! 
Great going you dumb ass, she just felt comfortable with you and you had to remind her of that night. Fuck! 


The next song sounded louder in the awkward silence that took over the car. Fade to Black, how fitting. 


(Alex's POV) 

| watched the side of the road, my good mood tarnished with the memory of my humiliation Meg and Kirk 
were busy kissing on the back seat, everyone got quiet and the next song sounded so clear. | carefully listened 
to every word, letting the song speak to my heart. He wrote that? Gods, this is exactly how | felt before | 
met him in this world. Wonder what happened that made him feel so bad. 


"You wrote this song?" 


"| did, | was kind of down, we just had all out gear stolen and got thrown out of our manager's house. | felt 


pretty shitty. It just came out." He turned to me with a sad smile. 


"Sounds pretty deep and sad, to be just about stolen gear.. maybe you channeled something from the past or 
from the future, you know, something very painful.” 


"Maybe.. every time | hear it now | think of Cliff." His voice sounded quiet. 
"Who's Cliff?" Something stirred in my memory but was gone in a second. 


"He was our friend and our bassist. He was amazing, the best bass player ever. He died in a bus accident when 


we were touring in Europe.. almost two years ago." James almost choked on the last words. 
I'm so sorry." 
My memory woke up again and words flashed in my head with lines on the news paper. 


-In September 1986, while riding on their tour bus to Stockholm, Sweden, their next tour stop, the band's bus 
had an accident, flipped on its side and killed Cliff Burton instantly.- 


"Wait. Cliff... Cliff Burton?" | couldn't believe | didn't make the connection with the name of the band that l'd 
read in the old newspaper that | still had in my office. Metallica, how could | forget! 


(James' POV) 


Alex's voice sounded surprised. Wait, she knew Cliff? 

"You knew him?" 

| met him once.. he was nice to me when | was down.. | just felt like | was lost.. my world had varnished and | 
was in a new world that | don't know.. | don't know how to explain it better.. maybe it was just all that jager.. | 
felt alone, like I'd lost someone.. | was sitting outside of the bar and crying. Someone started talking to me, it 


was Cliff.. he made me feel better.. and probably thought | was crazy." 


"| don't think so.. he was a pretty deep guy.. for a pot head" | smiled, remembering Cliff. | wonder when that 


happened, we always roamed bars together. | could've met her long ago.. 
"When did you met him?" 
"Mid-summer of eighty-six.. James, this is the exit we need" 


We were already here? That was so fast.. Fuck. | want to talk to her more, yes | do, for the first time in my 
life, | want to talk to a girl. | mean | want all the other things too, but I'm enjoying just talking to her. Weird.. 


XXIX. 


XXIX 

(Alex's POV) 

After a short catch up between Tom and Meg, we were ready to leave, Tom walked us out and stopped by me. 
"Alex, | hope you'll think seriously about my offer." 

"What did you offer her? And how come | don't know nothing about it?" Meg came from behind me. 

Oh great going Tom. | didnt tell her anything yet.Shit 

"Just a new job, lll tell you later” 

"What's wrong with your old one? You don't like it?" Meg wasnt falling for ‘HII tell you later 


"Her boss is a pig and needs to be sued for sexual harassment" Tom answered before | figured out how to get 
the conversation to a different subject. 


Shit Tom, | told you about it because | needed to vent to someone, | guess | should've told you that Meg 
doesn't know about it, yet.. 


"What did he do?" Meg's eyes widened. | tried to figure out what to say and just opened my mouth when Tom 
spoke up with righteous outrage. 


"He grabbed her ass! That dirty old fuck! 

Oh great, here we go, shit will hit the fan. 

"He did what? You broke his arms right?" Meg almost screamed at me. 

If only it was that simple.. 

"If you didn't, | can do it for you" James voice made me turn 

That is just peachy, James will thirk that | let some old guy grab me at work. great. 

"That is why | went on vacation. to think about what to do next." | noticed James' eyes got darker. 


"Just fucking quit! | can't believe you didn't tell me." Meg put her hand on my shoulder. 


"Meg, | didn't because | felt guilty. your father had to pull many strings to get me that job, | didn't want to be 
ungratetul.." 


"My father would be the first one to tell you to quit if he knew." She rubbed my shoulder. 


"Maybe all this will just blow over after | come back from vacation.. its a good job, great pay, and | can't 


afford not to work right now.." 


"With your knowledge of history and eighteen languages, it shouldn't be so hard to find a job. Besides, | have a 


contract now, | can carry you till you find something, you did it for me for a year." 
"You know eighteen languages? Wow!" Kirk gasped. 


"That's it. You'll go back there, or even better, call, and quit. Then we'll decide what to do." Meg pulled me into 
a hug. "Okay?" 


"Okay, now can we please stop talking about it and go home?" | wanted to get off this topic. | didn't want all this 


coming out this way. Especially not in front of James. 
"Bye Tom!" Meg let me go and pulled Kirk to the car. 


"Alex.. | hope you're not mad at me.. you didn't tell me that Meg didn’t know.. I'm sorry." Tom stepped closer, 
giving me a goodbye hug. 


"Is okay, no hard feelings, bye Tom." | give him a big hug and walked to the car. 
"I thought I'd drive, give you a little break, | have my license now." 


James gave me a funny look but didn't say anything, just opened the passenger door. Okay.. | guess he is 


driving. 


Thankfully no one continued talking about my job, Led Zeppelin's Mothership got us into a conversation about 
favorite bands and songs, then we jumped to the topic of movies. We talked, laughed, and snacked, and | caught 
myself feeling that | was back with my old friends, a thousand years back in the past. 


There were just a few differences, it was a car instead of horses, chips and beer instead of bread and wine, 
more comfortable clothing and, of course, the fact that no one had called me My Lady. | smiled to my 
thoughts and let the memories of the past take over my mind. 


| never allowed myself to think about what really happened to me. Every time | did | ended up with a crushing 
migraine, feeling lost and frustrated. But today | let my mind wander and it brought me back to the never 


answered questions. Who am |, where do | belong? 


Was | born here and just trailed away in hypnosis to the other life, or was | born there and got transported 
here to this world? | have memories of this life from my childhood to now, | remember my father, working 
with him on the car, and how lonely | felt when he died. | remember living with my grandparents and my 
friendship with Meg when we were kids. 


But ever since | met James, memories of the other life rose up from the depths of my mind. The castle, the 
hunting, the other father, no less dear to my heart than the one in this life. His death and my brother's 
betrayal. How is it possible? | knew it wasn't just a dream, | had my silver bracelets and royal pendant that | 


had on me when | cut the line between two world.. that meant | was really there. But who is the real me? 


What happened to the other me? Did we somehow switch bodies? She got transported there at the time of 
me coming here.. and she was killed instead of me. Somehow, in the moment of transport our minds became 
one and got stuck in one surviving body. That would make at least a bit of the sense in this insane story. Good 
thing | never told anyone about it, | would be locked up in a psych ward right away. 

If only James knew.. wonder what he would say? | needed to stop thinking about it or I'd end up saying 
something wrong.. like calling James My Lord. My Lord, my love, my heart.. How | want to be in your arms 
right now.. 

| need to keep myself at a distance from him for now. It's so unbelievably hard to do! He is sitting right there, 
so close to me. Smiling, joking, laughing, looking and acting just like my James, same eyes, face, hair, voice, 


laugh.. everything. 


| looked at James and noticed a few small pieces of chips that got stuck to his mustache and | unconsciously 
reached to shake them off, but just in time my mind came back to reality and | stopped my hand in midair. 


Okay, snap out of it! The year is nineteen-hundred eighty-eight. I'm Alexia Troy. And this man beside me is 
James Hetfield and he is.. the man | love. Shit! Someone smack me or pour a bucket of cold water on me, 
please! 

James turned to me and | quickly pulled my arm back and lowered my eyes. 

“Something's wrong?" 

| looked back at him and tried to act as normal as possible, even managing to pull on a half smile. 

"No, you just have some crumbs right there on your mustache." My fingers slid over my upper lip. 


He brushed his hand over his mouth. 


"Did | get it?" 


"Not all of it." 


He rubbed his mustache with his fingers, trying to look at himself in the rear view mirror and keeping his 


eyes on the road at the same time. 

"How about now?" 

"Almost." | hardly held myself from helping. 

| can't do it when l'm driving, if you can help." 


Yes, My Lord! Fuuucckkkll 


Before | knew, my hand eagerly flew to his face, and as soon as my fingers touched his skin an electric charge 


splashed a heat wave over my body. Oh... Gods... 


My fingers shook the pieces of chips off and slowly ran over his lips. What am | doing? | need to stop this! | 


have to.. oh, now | miss those lips.. 


He turned to me and when his eyes met mine | felt myself melting into his blue haze. | have to.. | need to.. | 


love you.. if you only knew how much | love you and how much | want you to love me.. 
HE doesn't! Alex, you have to slow down, he is not there yet.. just one kiss.. my lips parted.. 
"God dammit!" Kirk's voice shook me back into my senses. 


"There." | broke the eye contact, bringing my hand back from his face and trying not to show what was 
happening inside of me. | turned to the back seat, trying my best to slow down my pounding heart. 


(James' POV) 


Her fingers ran over my lips and | felt my heart trembling in my chest. | held my breath, afraid that if | 
moved or breathed she would let go and this amazing moment would be over. | felt drowning in her beautiful 


sea colored eyes and gripped the steering wheel tighter. 

All | wanted right now was to hit the brakes, pull her to me, and kiss.. a long.. tender kiss.. enjoy every moment 
of it.. | felt every bit of my body shivering with desire. As to respond to my thoughts, she slightly parted her 
lips... yes.. just like that.. 


"God dammit!" Kirk's voice spooked Alex's eyes away from mine. Fuck! 


"There." She pulled her hand from my lips. 

Mental note to myself. Kill Kirk. Slowly and painfully. 

| turned my eyes back to the road, quickly pulling the car back in the right lane. Good thing no one noticed that 
| drifted into the opposite side. | tried my best to concentrate on driving, but my mind refused to let go of 
what just happened. If only | wasn't driving, | would've kissed her.. too soon or not, | would've.. 

Did | imagine it or did she wanted that too? Did | hallucinate again.. just like | did when we first met. | could've 
sworn | heard her saying my name when | held her in my arms and | know that was impossible, she didn't know 


who | was back then. 


And now, when she touched my lips.. she wasn't just brushing crumbs.. it was.just one touch and it made me 


forget about everything. including driving. 


(Kirk's POV) 

| accidentally dropped the bottle of beer and its splashed all over my tee and jeans. 

"God dammit!" 

Meg's elbow immediately hit my side and | looked at her, surprised. She shook her head at me, giving me a 
‘nice going’ look and pointed with her eyes to the front seat. | saw Alex pulling her hand away from James’ 
face. What did | miss? 

"There." She turned to us and | noticed a lost expression on her face. 


"What happened?" Alex's eyes wandered from me to Meg. 


Yes, | wonder, what happened there between you two? Did | ruin someone's moment? Oh, this is just great! 


James is going to fucking kill me now. 


‘Nothing... | just spilled beer all over myself, and now I'm all wet.. and sticky." And l'm so sorry | did that at the 


wrong moment.. 


Meg ripped a few paper towels off the roll and started rubbing my wet clothes, pushing a little harder than 
necessary. ls she mad at me too? Oh shit! 


"| didn't do it on purpose.. it just slid." | caught her hands and she looked at me. Her face softened and she 


smiled. 


"I know, good thing we're almost home. We can get you out of this wetness." Her hands pressed to my groin 


and she giggled when | gasped. 

‘lm thinking, since it's kind of late and we're all tired, we'll just crush in our house, | don't think you guys want 
to drive any longer, | would hate for you to fall asleep while driving home. So what you say?" Meg looked at 
me with conspiracy written all over her foxy face. 


"That is a great plan! l'm sooo tired and | wasn't even the one driving, since James hogged that all to himself." 


"| got you there and back just under nine hours, didn't |? All though it kind of took its toll on me, so, if you're 
okay with it." At the last words James turned to Alex, but before she could answer, Meg giggled. 


‘Of course we're okay, we have plenty of space and a few guest rooms." 


XXX. 


XXX 
(Alex's POV) 


As soon as we pulled into our driveway | noticed a shadow by the garage. | stepped out of the car and when 


the dark figure stepped into the light | recognized my brother. 
"Nick?" 
"Hey sis, coming home late?" His head was covered with a hood. 


"What the hell are you doing here?" He stepped closer and | saw a big shiner under his eye and swollen bruised 
lip. 


"Nick, what happened?" 
"Well, look what the cat dragged in." Meg opened the car door. 
"I need to talk to you." He stepped back into the darkness and | turned to my friends. 


"Guys, just go in, I'll be back" Meg shook her head at me, but didn't say a word. James stopped for a second 
but Meg pulled him to the door. When the door behind them closed | turned back to my twin. 


"Nick, what happened to your face?" 

"| got robbed." 

Yeah, robbed my ass. | know what happened, he lied to me, he said he'd quit gambling and stayed away from 
drugs. Why did | believe him? Not a single word of truth ever comes out of his mouth. Why do | keep forgiving 


him? 


"If you want to spend time on more lies I'm not interested" | turned to head into the house but my brother 


caught my arm. 
"Alex.. | need money.. they'll kill me if | don't pay today, this was just a warning." He touched his lip. 


"Nick.. you promised me you'd stop.. | don't have money, | spent my half on college and this house, | work to 
pay bills.. not your creditors." 


‘| promise this is the last time, | have no one else to ask." 


"Because you owe money to all your friends! Just how long do you think you'll survive like this? And what 
happened to your job?" 


"| don't get payed till the end of this month and | owe guys.. please Alex, I'll pay you back." 
"Nick, | don't have any money, in fact | was going to quit my job after my vacation." 


"You got payed for the vacation right?" He squeezed my arm. "Plus, | see you hang out with guys who are not 


exactly poor." 


My brother at his best. Yeah, | see you care very much that l'm quitting my job, it's all about you Nick, 
always has been. Why did | ever let you back into my life? 


"And what do they have to do with anything?" | pulled my arm from his hands. 
"You can ask your boyfriend." 
"If | hang out with anyone, it doesn't mean | can or will ask them for anything! Even if | had a boyfriend | would 


never ask him for money, nor would | ever accept financial help from anyone | date. You know me better than 


that: 


"Yeah, | know you and | wish you wouldn't be so fucking pure. What a waste.. if we'd changed bodies and | was 


you, | would land me a billionaire and have a carefree life.." Nick grinned at me. 


"Too bad | wouldn't be a brother who has a mind as sick as yours. | would never offer my sister as a 


payment!" | spat back at him. 
"| don't know what you're talking about." | saw his eyes twitch. 


"Bret told me why | was there when he tried to rape me, you liar! | should've never talked to you after that! 
That was so low, luring me backstage. | was only seventeen and | believed you! Wow, my brother wants me to 
meet rockstars! If only | knew that my dear brother offered his sister to one of his drug buddies." | heard my 


voice trembling. 


"Alex, it was just a misunderstanding.. we were all drunk.. he just thought you were a groupie." He started, but 
was stopped by my glare. 


"Really? So he was lying when he told me that he bought me for a night? Tell me the truth Nick, for once tell 


me the truth." | narrowed my eyes at my sibling. 


"He just liked you.. he saw your picture at my place.. and | owed him some money." Oh.. Gods.. he did.. he sold 


me. 


"So you offered me? Wonder how much your sister meant to you in dollars, or was it in cocaine?" | felt tears 


falling from my eyes. 

"Alex, | was fucking high.. | didn't know what | was doing.. nothing happened.. | stopped him, didn't |?" 

"You could've stop him before he ripped my shirt in front of everyone. You could've stop them when he and 
CC tried to drag me to the dressing room by my hair. You only stepped in when | almost broke Brets nose. 
You stepped in to save your job." | felt lump in my throat choking me. 


"Alex. I'm sorry.” 


"You should be! You treat people around you like they're all just your toys. You're a grown man, act like one, 


answer for your deeds yourself!" | turned and felt Nick's hand on my shoulder. 


‘lm sorry, | know l'm the worst brother in the world.. but you're not like me.. Alexia.. If | don't bring the 
money within two hours l'm dead. You won't have a brother, this is not a joke, this time | ran into serious 
guys.. | have no one else to ask.. Please, | beg you!" He let go of my shoulder and dropped on his knees in front 


of me. 

‘lm sorry for everything | ever did to you, l'm sorry | always ask you for help.. I'm sorry | pissed my half of 
father's money on gambling and drugs. I'm sorry.. Alex, you're the only family | have left, please help mel I'll go 
to rehab, I'll do anything you ask, just please, help me!" 

| tried to swallow the lump in my throat and looked down on my twin. | know this is another lie, he will never 
change.. this will never end. Every time | said its the last time, he just weaseled his way back into my life, 
playing the ‘only family’ card. | have to end this right now. 

"Nick, stand up. How much do you owe?" | can't believe l'm doing it. 


"Three thousand" He slowly rose up from the ground. 


"Three thousand?!? Its more than | make in two months! Nick! Its all | have saved!" | felt like beating the shit 
out of him myself. 


"l'Il pay you back.. as soon as | can." He started but | silence him, raising my hand. 
"lIl give you the money, to save your sorry ass one last time. | don't want you paying me back, that's never 
going to happen anyway. | want you out of my life. I'll drive you to a bank machine right now and | never want 


to see you again. Ever." 


"Thanks sis, you're the best!" A smile appeared on Nick's face. 


"You have no sister. We're done. Wait here." 


| walked to the door, wiping my tears and suddenly feeling drained, tired, and alone. My friends were all sitting 


in the living room and turned to me as | walked in. 
"Alex, are you okay?" Meg stood up. 
"Yeah, | need to do something and I'll be right back." | walked to the stairs. 


"You don't have to go anywhere.. | never got to the bank.. my father left me money to buy new equipment.. 


its in my room.. | have three the thousand you need." Meg walked to me. 
"Meg, how do you." | turned my head to her. 


"We didn't mean to eavesdrop.. the window was open. and you talked a bit loud.. we heard everything.. sorry.” 


Meg squeezed my hand. 


| looked over at Kirk and James. Oh Gods.. they heard all that? | dropped down on the stairs letting my tears 
fall freely. 


‘lm sorry you had to witness that.. He is a worthless piece of shit but he's my brother.. | have no other 
family, everyone else is dead.. | can't let them kill him. I'll go to the bank tomorrow and pay you back, good 
thing | didn't quit my job yet." 


"Alex, you can pay me back when you get a new job.. I'll just use my father's stuff for now." Meg sat by me, 


embracing my shoulders. 


"No Meg, this is my decision and it's final.” 


(James' POV) 


After the twin from Hell left, Meg turned on a movie to settle the depressing atmosphere. It was almost over 
and | didn't even know what the hell we were watching, | couldn't concentrate on the TV, my insides were 


boiling from the moment | heard Alex's conversation with her brother. 


| can't believe how low some people could get. To sell your own sister! | wish Meg didn't stop me when | was 
ready to step out and add more bruises to Nick's face. Fuck! My hand tightened up around the empty bottle in 
my hand. Should | go and get another beer to try to extinguish my anger? | looked at my friends. 


Meg and Kirk were cuddled up on the couch and didn't pay attention to the movie either, too preoccupied with 
each other. Alex was turning the bottle of beer in her hands and looked lost in her thoughts. This day started 


so good.. | wish | could just hold her, tell her everything will be okay, tell her she can quit her job and doesn't 


have to worry about the money, | would take care of her. | just wish she'd let me. 
"I think | need something stronger.. anyone want more drinks?" Alex stood up. 
"We're fine." Kirk let go of Megs lips for a brief answer. 

"What do you got?" | needed something stronger too. 

| have no idea.. You want to come and look what's left after the birthday party?" 
When we got to the kitchen she opened the fridge and started pulling bottles out. 


"Let's see..we have rum, whiskey, vodka.. I'll need some of that." She opened the bottle of Jack Daniels and took 
a Sip. 


"l'Il have some of that too, if you're willing to share." | smiled at her and she handed me the bottle. | followed 
her example and took a drink right from the bottle. 


She looks so sad. | need to try and cheer her up.. what should we talk about? | can ask her what we're going 


to do tomorrow.. or is it today? 
"Hey, tell me, do you have something to pull the engine out? You know, some kind of hoist?" 
"Um.. nope, | guess we have to postpone that too.. I'm sorry." She sigh. 


"We don't have to, one of my friends has one, | can bring it here tomorrow. At least working on the car wil 


take your mind off things.." Please say yes.. 


"Old Betsy always made me feel better, even when | was little, you know | used to go and sit in it every time | 
felt sad.. just cuddle up on the front seat or pretend | was driving..." 


"We can go and sit in the car.. if you want to.. I'm sure Meg and Kirk will be happy if we leave them alone, 


unless you want to finish watching the movie.." 

"To be honest | don't even know what that movie was about.. | wasn't paying attention. are you sure you're not 
tired?" She looked into my eyes and | barely held myself from coming closer and hugging her. Just hold her in 
my arms and protect from everything. 


"Not tired at all” | want your company.. | want to be alone with you.. 


We made our way to the garage unnoticed by our friends and settled in the front seat of the car with a 
bottle of Jack Daniels. | looked at the Poison poster and turned to Alex. 


"Dart game?" Shit.. why do | keep reminding her of that evening? Because | keep thinking about it, | can't forget 
what happened between us, | can't forget that kiss.. 


"No... you know, I've been misplacing my anger on those guys for too long. | made excuses for my brother, that 
he was too young, too stupid, | made myself believe that Bret lied.. | never asked Nick about it. until today.. | 
guess | always felt guilty for been our father's favorite." 


"You were daddy's little girl? | can see that.. just not in the daddy's little princess way." | smiled. 


(Alex's POV) 
Princess? | hid my smile, lowering my eyes. Oh.. you have no idea James.. and out-loud. 


"No, that wasn't it.. Nick never liked to do anything that my father enjoyed doing when he was home on leave 


from the Navy" How similar in both lives.. 
"You're an Army brat?" James almost chocked on the whiskey. 


"Sir, yes sir!" | straightened up and gave him a salute, he laughed and | smiled back at him. "Now, surrender 


the bottle." 


"Oh, no! You have to tell me all about your childhood first” James turned in the seat to face me, getting 
comfortable for a story. 


"Only if you tell me about yours." | mirrored his position, pulling my crossed at the ankles legs onto the seat. 
"Deal." 
"Okay, hopefully you'll get bored and fall asleep and then all the whiskey will be mine." | giggled and started the 


story of my life in this world. Growing up knowing my mother only from her pictures, rarely seeing my 


father.. 


(James' POV) 
Alex finished her story and looked at me. 


"Your turn. And hand over that bottle" 


| don't know if it was the whiskey or the atmosphere or somehow Alex's eyes softened up the dam | built deep 
inside of me to hold all the unsaid things | felt, the things no one knew, the things | kept to myself and never 
shared with anyone. For some reason | felt that Alex would understand me, | could tell her anything, open up 


like | never opened up to anyone before. 


| told her what | felt when | found out that my father left us, how much | hated him, how betrayed | felt. | 
told her how angry | was when my mother got sick and no one around was talking about it. How lonely | felt 


when she died. 


Alex didn't interrupt me, letting this avalanche of feelings that | kept collecting all these years rush out, not 
leaving anything hidden, turning every rock, smashing the barriers and borders | built to protect myself from 


the world. When | finished | felt like a mountain had been lifted off my shoulders. 


(Alex's POV) 


| didn't say anything during James’ story, | got the feeling that he was sharing something he'd never shared 
with anyone, that for the first time he was opening his soul and | was afraid to break this connection. When he 


finished | handed him the bottle, picked up a dart from the dashboard, and started twirling it in my fingers. 
"Gods.. now | know why your music is so angry, you let it all out through your songs.’ 


"| guess | did." James took a sip of whiskey. "Alex.. | noticed you always say Gods, not God.. just what kind of 


religion you're in?" 


"Oh... it's just a old habit.. as for religion, | really don't know. l'm supposed to be Lutheran, my father was, but | 
never got into that.. | just believe that there is someone, or more like something, up there.. watching over us, 
but not exactly interfering in our lives. More like we're here to learn life lessons.. in my case | probably have 
to learn not to forgive lies." | threw the dart up and it hit the ceiling at an angle and got stuck, | stretched 
my arm waiting for it to get down 


"You never lied to anyone? Ever?" James’ question reminded me what | told him about the car and | took my 


eyes off the dart. Does he know that | lied about the engine? | have to tell him.. 


In the corner of my eye | saw the dart falling down and landing on the floor of the car between me and James. 
We both bent forward to pick it up and his head hit mine right above my right eye. 


"Ouch!" | grabbed to my eye, sharp pain send tears running down my face. 
‘Oh God! I'm sorry! Let me see." James took my face in his hands and | felt his fingers inspecting my right 


eyebrow. His eyes peered into mine, his fingers moved over my face, wiping my tears, and | trembled. | have to 


tell him.. otherwise l'm not any better than my brother. 


"| lied once.. | lied to you.." | started feeling my heart pounding in my chest. 
"To me? What did you lie about?" His voice came as a whisper and his face got closer. 


"| lied about Betsy.. about the engine.. | don't need to rebuild it. when | tried to start it | knew it wouldn't work.. 
| never put the gas back in the car after replacing the gas tank.. | didnt wanted you to leave.. but | didn't know 
how to ask you to stay.. it just came out.. |." | tried to lower my head in shame, but James' hands held it in 
place and | returned my eyes to his. 


"Alex." His thumb gently brushed against my lips and that touch made me gasp, parting my lips. Heart speed 


up, mind screamed: "Kiss me.. please kiss me.." 


As the answer to my silent plea his lips enclosed mine in a feather-like touch that sent shivers of heat down 


my spine. My arms acted on their own, pulling him closer. Oh Gods.. James.. 


(James' POV) 


Her arms wrapped around my neck and | grasped her lips with mine, melting into the soft and tender kiss. Oh.. 
God.. | craved it for so long. When our tongues met and started to dance with each other, a soft moan escaped 


her chest and echoed in my mouth, overwhelming me. My arms moved to her waist, pulling her under me. 


The world around us vanished and time stopped. | was kissing her tender and slow, like I'd never kissed anyone 
before, enjoying every touch, every second. This was a new feeling and suddenly | understood why | was so 
drawn to her, she was born for me and only for me. This is how it was supposed to be, this is how it was 


supposed to feel. 


| kissed her for a long time, until | felt that | had no more air to breath and somehow air was not important. | 
could live without air, but not without her lips. | wanted to tell her how much | needed her, now long | was 
looking for her and only her, but my mind completely drowned in this new feeling and | forgot what | wanted to 


say.. suddenly all words lost their meaning.. 

Alex's body clung to mine, striving for more contact, shivering under me and adding more heat to my already 
burning desire. | pulled my tee shirt off and threw it somewhere, returning to her body, shaking with need and 
burning alive. | needed her. | wanted to be with her, like this, forever. 

My hands roamed over her body, pulling her blouse up as our kiss heated up with passion that was almost like 
a hunger. Our breathing deepened, | let go of her lips for a second and she started to kiss my face and neck. | 
growled in response, feeling every touch reaching right to my heart. 


"James." Her whisper flew into my ear. 


The way she said my name made me sigh. | sat up, pulling her into my lap and taking her shirt off. Her hands 


tangled in my hair, pressing me to her flesh. | kissed my way from her ear to her neck and collar bone, and 
she threw her head back with a moan. | pulled her hips to me and raised off the seat, pushing my pulsating 


manhood into her groin. Fucking jeans! 


Oh God.. | can't wait anymore.. | want to melt into her.. make her mine. She gazed into my eyes, running her 


hands over my chest and once again | struggled to breath. 
"Alex. want you." | breathed out in a low raspy voice, pulling one of her bra straps down. 
She lowered her eyes, slowly slid off my lap, opened the car door, and stepped out. 


Oh no.. wrong words. what did | say? | need to fix it! | followed her, catching her hand in mine in a desperate 


move to stop her. 


“Alex. wait.. | didn't mean it like that.. | do want you.. but there is more to that.. | can't explain it." | struggled 
to pull the right words out of my bewitched mind. She turned to me and silenced me with a kiss. 


"James... our friends will start looking for us, sooner or later.. | don't want them to interrupt anything.” She 
smiled and pulled me to the secret staircase leading upstairs. The words of the song flashed in my scrambled 
mind and | smiled. Stairway to Heaven.. God yes! 


| picked Alex's body up in my arms and she wrapped her arms around my shoulder, pressing her lips to my 


ear. 
"Second door on the left." 


"Mmmnnhh.." | growled and flew up the stairs. 


(Alex's POV) 


Once we made it to my bedroom | unwillingly let go of James’ strong shoulders and slid down from his arms. | 
turned to lock the door and felt James’ lips nibbling on the back of my neck. His hands slid my bra straps off 
my shoulders, pulling the unwanted garment aside. He pressed his pelvis to me, bringing back memories of our 


encounter in the waterfall. Oh.. Gods.. 


| pressed back, cursing the clothing between us. Two lives, two different times, ran into each other and clasped 
together in my head, making me moan. My hazy mind couldn't figure out how to work the lock on the door and 
| felt my fingers blindly slide on the door surface. 


‘James... | can't.. door." | breathed out, lifting my arms and turning in his arms, suddenly feeling like if didn't 
get a drink from his lips | would die. He panted my name and his hand moved off my breast, leaving it painfully 
deserted. Somewhere in the fog | heard the turning of the key and the metal noise of something falling on the 


floor. 


James' powerful arms lifted me off the ground once more and he carefully lowered me onto the soft bed. His 
body covered mine and | gasped, feeling him pressing me into the covers. | couldn't wait any longer to remove 
all the barriers that prevented me from feeling his naked skin on mine. My hands hurried to his waist band, 


battling with his belt, trying to reach the desired flesh. 


‘Oh, Alex." He exhaled when my hand dove inside and grasped his pulsating hardness. He press into my hand 
and | stroked him, smoothing pre cum over his twitching tip. He grunt, trembling in my arms and pushed a few 
more times before pulling away. He moved down my body, kissing his way to my breasts, and | arched my back 
with a sigh. Gods | missed his touch.. 


When his lips closed around my nipple | couldn't help but moan his name, repeating it over and over again, as | 
pushed my hips up and arched under his weight again My hands unbuttoned my jeans in a hurry to give him 
full access to my body but he pulled my hands away, murmuring against my breast. 


"Alex.. don't.. please let me.." He slid lower, setting my stomach on fire with his lips. His hands slowly opened my 
zipper and he started to pull my pants down, covering every inch of exposed skin with soft kisses. | raised up, 
letting him pull my jeans completely off, and then | felt him let go of me to quickly get rid of his. 


(James' POV) 


| paused for a second, admiring Alex's perfect body in front of me. Her eyes slowly swept over me and | felt 
that gaze leaving burning trails on my skin | can't wait one more second.. | need to.. | quickly moved, positioning 


myself between her legs and she curved her body in need to feel me inside of her. Oh.. yes.. 


"James... | can't wait." Her hands griped at the covers and her head bent back, bringing a moan from me. My 


rock hard, throbbing cock twitched with anticipation and dripped with pre cum. | have to.. need to.. oh.. 


| lowered my body to hers and looked into her eyes, she gasped and | echoed it, feeling every inch of my 
engorged flesh slowly gliding into her warmth. A thousand lightning charges rose from my groin to my head 
and | drove deeper, unable to comprehend how it could feel like this.. 


| pulled back, peering into her eyes and sliding fingers over her puffy lips only to dive back into her. Her body 
moved to meet me and | moaned in the back of my throat. Her lips breath in and out and her eyes pulled me 


in, sending me into an intoxicating daze. How could it be this way? 
Every move was bringing so much breathtaking pleasure that I'd never known before. | couldn't stop looking 
into her eyes, as though it was an important connection between us. As if we shared our pleasures through 


the invisible tie in our gazes, amplifying our feelings a hundred times. 


For the first time in my life | wasn't racing to reach my peak. For the first time | was wishing to prolong this, 


but my body slowly sped up the rhythm of my movements and soon | felt every cell in my body tingling in 
foretaste of ecstasy. This is so.. oh.. 


"James. l'm.. uh." She panted, sinking her nail into my back. | growled with enjoyment, thrusting rougher and 


deeper, needing to dissolve into her, melt in.. never to be separated.. 


“Oh... Alex." | breathed out, feeling all my senses intertwine with hers, struggling to hold my release and let her 


reach hers. 
| took her face in my hands, looking into her eyes and feeling her body tighten around my flesh. 


"Oh. James." Her pupils dilated with pleasure, and when her orgasm took over her mind, her eyes turned 


bleary. 


"Alex." | rammed into her, chased by my own tidal wave of release charging through my body. | felt her 


convulsing under me in unison with my aftershocks which left my body in multiple powerful jerks. 
When our bodies stopped moving | rolled onto my back and pulled her on top of me, trying to catch my breath 
and to pull my mind together. She wrapped her arms around me, breathing fast, and | felt her smile against 


my neck. 


"| don't know what you just did to me.. but it was amazing." | breathed out, pulling her to my lips, kissing her 
face, her lips, her hair. 


"| would've never thought you're a virgin." She laughed and caught my lips with hers, teasing my tongue. | 


rolled her under me, pressing into the covers. 

‘lm not.. not for a long time.. sex is not exactly new to me" | smiled. 

"Sex? | don't think we had sex." She smiled at me and pulled me into a tender kiss. 

You're right.. it wasn't sex. | knew sex, | had it, | lived it. It was flat, fast, physical. | never cared about anyone 
but me during it. This was.. on a different level.. it was.. new words floated in my head and | smiled into Alex's 


mouth. 


My chest filled with a warm feeling that was a bit painful but pleasant at the same time, as if my heart 
suddenly grew bigger and couldn't fit in to my ribcage. 


For the first time, | knew how it felt to make love.. 


XXXI 


(Kirk's POV) 
| woke up and stretched my arms, looking for Meg, but to my surprise found an empty bed. | opened my eyes 


and sat up, listening for the sound of water in the shower. Nothing. | got up and slowly made my way to the 


bathroom, wondering where she went. In a few minutes the door flew open and Meg's catty face peeked inside. 
"Watcha doing?" 
"Pissing... all those beers last night, you know.. where were you?" 


"Just went downstairs to check on things.. want some help?" She giggled, walking behind me and gliding her hand 
over my stomach to my dick, wrapping her fingers around it. 


"Meg! | can't piss like this.. come on." | laughed, trying to finish what | was doing, but my body had already 


changed it's mind, growing under her touch. 


‘Mmmnnnn... He likes it" Her lips nibbling by my ear added to my excitement. She chuckled, letting her robe 
slide off her body and drop on the floor. 


"Meg! | wasn't done yet! Oh.. you'll pay for that!" | laughed and pulled her into the shower, turning the water 


on. 

Cold streams hit our bodies and Meg screeched, gripping onto my shoulders. 

"Oh! You! | was trying to help and this is the ‘thank you' | get?" 

“Sorry... | didn't know it would be so cold.. oh.. you look nice when you're cold." | slid my fingers over her 
erected nipples. She pushed closer, returning her hand to my manhood, which was currently not in the best 
shape due to the sudden change in temperature, and giggled, stroking it lightly. 


"Aaawww.. you scared him.. poor little guy.” 


"Uh! Poor? Little? I'm so hurt. | may never recover." | gasped and hung my head with a deliberately sad face. 


"He may never recover either..." 


"Oh no! Big and strong guy.. sooo gorgeous.. so talented." Meg kissed my shoulder. 


"Okay. | feel better, but his ego is still bruised.. see.. nothing.. we may have lost him.. forever." | tried very 
hard to keep a straight face. 


‘Oh, what have | done!" Meg dropped on her knees in front of me, theatrically gripping her head with both 
hands and tilting it up, pulling on her hair. 


"Nollll Come backlll'm sorrylll" Her hands moved to my hips and | saw her eyes smile at me. 


"Maybe if you talk to him.. nicely.. he'll feel a bit better... | don't know if itll work.. its out of my hands right 
now" | barely held myself from smiling. God.. the girl | love on her knees in front of me.. planning to.. | hope 
she is planning to do it. Oh please.. 


Meanwhile, Meg got closer and neared her lips to my groin, her hands gently stroking my cock. 

‘I'm sorry.. | didn't mean it.. you're so good to me, you know exactly what | want.. you brought me so much 
pleasure.. you're so powerful.. | don't want to lose you.. please forgive me.. let's kiss and make up.. what do you 
say?" Her hands slid to the base of my hardened shaft and she traced my tip over her lips. 

She looked into my eyes, slowly parting her lips and crowning them on me. | exhaled and pushed in, watching 
her lips slowly slide over my skin The warmth of her mouth brought blood to my groin and my cock twitched, 
quickly hardening to full length. 

Her lips got all the way to the base and she turned her head slightly to the side, pulling back, her tongue slid 
on the side, pressing to my flesh and | pushed in, unwilling to leave her mouth. She obeyed, sucking me back in 
and | moaned, feeling her hard nipples rubbing against my legs. 

“Oh... fuck.. Meg." 

Our bodies speed up, my breathing deepened and water, which had finally warmed up, was hitting my back, 
adding to sensations of pleasure. | started to buck my hips faster and faster, feeling the hot wave of orgasm 
building up in my core. | have to.. pull out.l don't know if she... oh God.. 

"Meg... l'm going to.. Meg.. |. if you.. oohh.. fuck." 


She sunk her nails into my ass, pulling me deeper into her and | lost it to the overpowering ecstasy, bursting 


out deep inside her mouth. 


"Meg... baby... uh." The last ripples ran over my body and she let go of me. | pulled her up to me, feeling my 
knees shaking with weakness as she licked her lips. 


"| saved him, he will be okay now." She smiled and rinsed her mouth under the shower. 


"Meg... | love you." My lips whispered before my mind could comprehend my words. Oh. shit.. not the most 


romantic way to say it. 
"Oh-oh, | think your brain lost all the blood supply." She laughed. 
| mean it.. sorry | chose not the best place or time.. but | meant what | said. | love you." 


She looked into my eyes, gliding her hand on my cheek. "No.. this feels.. right." Her arms wrapped around my 


neck, pushing me back under the water. "I love you too..” 


When we finally got out of the shower and got dressed, Meg looked out of the window and dropped onto the 


bed on her stomach, propping her face on her hands and looking at me with wicked smile. 

"Interesting." She bit her lip. 

"What?" | looked to see what was so interesting outside, noticing that James’ car was still parked behind mine. 
"| found something. in the garage.. in Old Betsy, when | went downstairs.” 

‘Something... or someone?" | sat on the floor by the bed and took her foxy face in my hands. 

"Something... that belongs to someone.. two someones." 

‘Like what?" 

'Like.. um.. some clothes." She wiggled her eyebrows at me. 

"Nol Really? That's good, right?" 

"That's great! | figure. they must've went upstairs.. and in the heat of the moment forgot their clothes... so." 
"So we should go downstairs very quietly and make breakfast for four?" 


“Awesome ideal You're cooking, cause I'm a disaster in the kitchen.. | can't even make a sandwich.. bet you'll 
take that ‘| love you' back now." She pouted her lips. 


"Hm.. let me think.. you can't cook but are soooo amazing at.. um.. other things.. nope. ‘I love you' still stands!" 
"Woohooo! So what are you making? I'm soooo hungry!” 
"Really? | thought you already had some very nutritious.. shake a'la Kirk" 


"That was just an appetizer! | eat a lot, just so you know. Don't know if you can keep me from starvation." 


‘Oh! Well, I'll try my best.:that' kitchen is open twenty-four seven, you know.." | giggled, pushing her hand to 


my groin. 


(James' POV) 


| didn't feel like getting up. It was not the usual ‘morning after’. Normally, | would get up and hit the shower, 
throwing a ‘thanks’ or just a ‘time for you to leave’ to a nameless girl in my bed, depending on my mood and 
girl's skills. | didn't care if their feelings got hurt. | didn't promise them anything and didn't feel guilty for using 
them. 


This morning was different. | just wanted to lay like this and watch Alex sleep. Her long dark hair was spread 
over her pillow and sheet under her, her puffy after last night's passion lips were slightly parted. | shudder 
remembering our kisses, feeling a wave of warmth entering my chest and had to take a deep breath to settle 


my heart, feeling it beat faster. 


How | wanted to ran my hands over her body, move that little unruly strand of hair that fell over her face, 
and was slightly moving with her breath. | want to cling to her and feel her arms around me. | almost sigh 


watching her smile in her dreams. 


Hetfield, you're so fucking done! You think you're so tough, you'll never let a girl rule your heart, but here we 
go. Here she is. So beautiful, so fragile and yet, somehow, so powerful. | smiled at my thoughts. What now? We 
have a rest of the summer to be together and then the touring starts. | can't even think of being without her 


for that long. | want her to come with me but, would she agree? 


| heard what she said to her brother last night. How she would never except financial help from some one she 
dates. Hell, she wouldn't even take it from her best friend! | need to come up with something. | need a plan to 
get her to quit her job with that dick-boss of hers and come with me. Come on brain, got any useful 
thoughts? 


Alex turned to the side in her sleep, her covers slid off opening her breasts and the curve of her waste. | bit 
my lip holding my growl. Mmmnnn.. one thought.. pull her closer, ran my fingers over her body, caress her 
breasts, flick my tongue over her nipple to hear her moan softly and curve her back, like she did yesterday. 
Watch her wanting me.. see that desire for me in her bewitching eyes. | felt my manhood moving, exited by 


my thoughts. Okay, concentrate. | need a plan 

She bent one of her legs, pulling it to her stomach and sheet slid further down, showing the curve of her hip. 
Oh.. how | want to slide my hand on that silky skin.. | propped my head up on my hand and slowly glided my 
free hand from her shoulder to her hip, pulling the covers lower, unable to resist. Mmmnnn.. 


She opened her eyes and smiled at me. "Are you watching me sleep? Not fare! | was going to do that." 


"You snooze, you lose.. morning sleeping beauty." 
Y g Sleeping 


"Morning." She pulled her covers up on herself and | sighed in protest. 


"Don't... I'm enjoying this." | pulled the sheet completely off her, letting my eyes sweep over her body. She 


lowered her eyes with a shy smile. 


"Alex... | want you to do something for me." | started, suddenly coming up with a vague idea. | hope that works 
and | hope | can do it. 


"Like what?" She stretched her body and bent her back, driving me absolutely crazy with need to posses her, 
take her right now, right this minute. Oh... it will be so hard.. to concentrate. 


| need you to say yes, just one word, yes, nothing else." My voice came out low and hoarse with hunger for 


her. 
"What am | saying yes to?" She smiled. 


"Not what, who. You saying yes to me. That would make this morning the absolute the best morning in my life 
if you could do that for me." | smiled and moved her hair from her chest, closing my lips to her breast. 


"When do you want me to say it?" She sighed when my lips brushed over her nipple. 


"As the answer to my every question" | twisted my tongue around it and she bend in my arms. | let go and 
moved to another breast. 


"Mnnn.. okay..." She ran her fingers through my hair and pulled me closer. 

"Promise? Yes? to every question?" | breathed out against her skin. 

"| promise.. uh." She curved when | sucked her nipple in my mouth. 

"Do you like when | do that?" | flicked my tongue around it. 

She pressed me closer and breathed out. "Yes." 

"Do you want me to play with it longer?" 

"Mnmn. yes..." 

| turned, pulling her under me as | continue to caress her breasts. She bend under my weight in increasing 


desire and glided her hands up and down my back. So far so good.. | hope my plan works.. | need to win this 
game. | just hope my body doesn't betray me. 


"Do you want me?" 

"Yes." 

"You want to feel me inside of you?" | whispered, losing my voice to increasing urge. 
"Yes." 

"To feel me moving in and out of you?" My mind started to cloud, yearning for her body. 


"Oh Gods.. yes.." She parted her legs, letting me between them and | felt my cock pulsating with desire to inter 
her. Not yet.. need to hold on a little longer.. | need to make her lose the ability to think clearly. 


"You want me to make you moan with pleasure?" | breathe out, tasting skin on her neck. 
"Yes." She panted. 


"Will you call and quit your job today?" | held my breath gazing into her eyes, awaiting for her answer and 
mouthed ‘please’ with my lips, begging for another ‘yes’. 


"James." She started and | moved my lips to her ear whispering. 


"This is the question | want you to say yes to, this would make me the happiest man in this world, please say 


yes." 


"James... | can't, | have to." She tightened her arms around me. 


| wont let you go back to that asshole, unless you want me to kill him." | lowered myself into her and my cock 


found the way into her body. She exhale feeling me entering her and moved her hips up to push me deeper. 
"You will call today and quit" | couldn't hold myself and thrust in with a moan. 
"Say yes." | pulled back only to push deeper in and she moved with me.’Alex, say yes.." 


"Yes." She let out a whisper meeting my every thrust, her pupils dilated with lust, lips parted to let out 
another moan. "Minnn..Yes.." 


Okay James, one down, one to go. Put all your strength into it. | indulge myself in a few more deep and slow 
pushed. Oh God.. this is so hard.. but, | have to. | stopped half way into her. She tried to pull me closer but, | 
didn't move holding her in place. This is it. 


"You'll come with me on the Tour. You will let me take care of you.” 


"James.. please don't stop." Her feverish words almost made me lose it.. and | had to draw on all of my will 


power. 
"Alex, say yes." 


She looked at me breathing fast, overwhelmed with urge. "Mnn.. that is way past unfair.. | can't think straight 


right now.. James.. please.. | want you..” 

"All you have to do is say yes." | moved out a few inches more and she grunted in protest. 

"James... no... 

"Wrong answer." Oh God, you have to say yes in the next few seconds or | am going to lose my mind. | can't 
hold on any longer. | want to ram into you, make you dissolve in pleasure. She stared into my eyes, biting her 


lip. | moved out further and she gave up. 


"Yes.. what ever you say, yes! Just don't torture me.. I'll do what ever you want.. I'm yours.." She ground her 


hips under me and | pushed in with a growl of joy and victory. 


(Meg's POV) 


| was sitting on the kitchen counter by the stove, dangling my feet in the air and watching Kirk cook. How did | 
get the gorgeous guy, who, to all his talents, can cook? He smiled at me, picked up the fry pan, and sent a 
pancake flying and turning in the air before catching it again 


“That's so cooll" | gasped. 


"I hope you like it, there isn't much else | can cook" He smiled at me and moved closer, nestling between my 


legs. 


"l'm just afraid that if you keep me on a diet of shakes and pancakes I'll get all fat." | giggled and crossed my 
legs behind his back. His lips glided on my neck and | bent my head back, melting under his touch. 


"Well, I'll just have to make sure.. you also have plenty.. of exercise.. working hard.. burning enough energy." He 


whispered between the feather-like kisses he was laying on my face and neck. 
"Mmmnnmn... burning... | murmured with a smile. 
"Yeah.. burning the calories..." His lips moved to my shoulder and slid the top strap down, 


"Kirk, | mean the food is burning." | giggled. 


"Dammit!" He let go of me and brought his attention back to the stove, quickly pulling the fry pan off the 


burner. He turned to me with a smile. "| can't concentrate with you tempting me." 

"And so hungry...” | murmured, pulling him back to me and closing my lips over his. 

"Maybe we should go back upstairs." He sighed and encircled me in his arms. 

"After we cook and eat, we may do that.. unless our friends come down." | whispered, pushing against him. 


"| doubt that.. | know James.." His hands got hold of my hips and he pulled me closer. 


(Alex's POV) 


After we finally managed to finish the shower, | quietly unlocked and opened the door. Wonder if Meg and Kirk 

are already up.. The first thing | saw was the neatly folded clothes that we left in Old Betsy last night. A small 
note lay on top of it. 

‘Just saving you the trip to the garage, you must be tired.. hehehe. Hope to see you at breakfast, but if you 

don't make it, we'll totally understand it.‘ At the bottom of the note there was a little smiley face with a tail 


and small horns. 

"Oh Meg." | smiled. 

‘See, they will understand" James looked at the note and cackled, pulling me back into the room. 
"| thought you said you're hungry” | turned in his arms, laughing. 

"lam" He smiled against my neck "Very hungry: 

"You're not satisfied yet?" | giggled 


"| don't think I'll ever be.. good thing you're coming with me on the tour." He traced bites on my neck, moving 
to my shoulder. 


"James. can we talk about that? That was so unfair, you knew | couldn't think clearly when | said yes." | pulled 
away and looked into his eyes. That was the torture.. so hot... so.. 


"Too late. You agreed and you can't take it back" He smirked. 


"James..." 
"You said you were mine and you will do whatever | want." He wiggled his eyebrows with a grin on his face. 
"James." 


‘| want you to be with me. | want to take care of you." He turned serious, brushing strands of hair away from 


my face and gliding his thumb on my lips. | felt shivers and sighed. 
"James..." 


"| don't want to talk about it. It's done." His lips grasped mine and | gave in to his will. Whatever you say.. My 
Lord.. 


| have to.. we need to.. oh James.. 

| pulled my mind together. 

"Fine, but you owe me two 'yeses' and I'll take them as promises." 

"Anything." He gazed into my eyes, holding my face in his hands and gliding his thumbs over my cheeks. 

"Oh really? Okay.. let me see." | bit my lip, holding a wicked smile back. Two promises.. what should | ask for? 
‘Just don't ask me to quit my band, that's off limits." He whispered. 

| wasn't going to, don't want to be known as the Yoko Ono of Metallica" 


"Good. So what do | have to promise so we make it even?" He pressed his lips to my face and laid a few kisses. 


Okay.. here it goes. 

"When | find a job, and for the record, you didn't ask me not to look for one, you'll be okay with that." 
"Oh, that is so evil" He pulled back with a stunned expression 

"Uh-uh, wrong answer." | smiled. 

"Fine, as long as it's not interfering with my request, you with me on the tour. | promise.” 


Fine. Aaand.. now this is the big one and very important to me, | hope you know that" | slid my hands over his 


neck and breathed out. 


"You'll promise to never lie to me." 


"Promise" He whispered, gazing into my eyes. 


(Kirk's POV) 

When the food was all done and ready, me and Meg settled at the table. The door to the kitchen opened and 
our friends walked in, both with big smiles on their faces. Yeah.. | know the feeling. Happiness. 

"Do | smell pancakes? Oh... that is so great! Kirk, did Meg made you cook?" James smirked at me. 

"Nope, | volunteered.. kind of." | laughed. 


"| was wondering, the note said breakfast and | know Meg's highest kitchen achievement is a glass of orange 


juice." Alex giggled, opening the refrigerator door. 
"| did my part! | helped.. a little" Meg cackled, pointing at the plate with a few burned pancakes. 


Alex placed strawberry syrup and whip cream on the table and was about to sit down when James took the 


phone into his hand. 

"Ah-ah! Don't you have a call to make?" 

"Can | eat first? | said | would.. can't it wait?" Alex pleaded. 

"Nope, make the call first" James handed her the phone. 

"Who does she have to call?" Meg asked, shaking the can of whip cream in her hand | smiled at her and opened 
my mouth. She laughed and filled me up with a hefty dose of foamy sweetness. Mnnnn.. we need to take to 
that to the bedroom.. later. Meg's face lit up with a secret wicked smile as if she had read my thoughts. 

"Call to quit my job.." Alex took the phone from James’ hands. 

"Good! I'm happy you came to your senses, and don't worry about the money, it'll be fine. We'll have some fun 
till the end of the summer, then, when our tour starts, you can look for a job." Meg generously sprayed her 
pancakes with whip cream and syrup and | replaced her plate with mine with a grin. She narrowed her eyes at 


me and just opened her mouth to protest, when we heard James’ words. 


"Alex is coming with us on the tour." Meg dropped her fork and | almost choked on the whip cream. 


"What? Alex, is that true?" This is so cool! Go James! 
"It is." Alex sighed, looking down 


"James, who is this girl, and what did you do with the stubborn Alexia | know?" Meg turned to James with a 


stunned look. 


"I know, right, its so not me, seriously.. | can't believe | said yes." Alex sighed again and started dialing the 


number. 


"All my life | wasn't be able to make her change her mind about anything! | tried everything! How on Earth did 
you do it?" Meg's question made me smile, | turned to James, briefly meeting his eyes, and a catty expression 


lit his face. 


"| just.. um.. talked her into it" James cackled with a wide grin and | noticed Alex's cheeks flush before she 


turned away with a shy smile. Talked her into it my ass.. more like.. fucked her into it.. hehehe. 


(Alex's POV) 


| knew that just a phone call wouldn't be the end of it. | still had to go there and get my dictionaries and a few 
personal things.. oh.. Gods.. | really don't want to see Stiller today, not on the day I'm so happy. Maybe he won't 
answer the phone. Please be busy or away from your desk... The phone rang a few more times and | was 


ready to hang up when an angry voice growled into my ear. 


"What? Didn't | tell you not to call me until you figure out a way to make it work?" Oh, great... he's in one of 
his ‘boss from hell moods. Okay, here goes nothing.. 


"Mister Stiller, it's Alexia Troy." 


"Alex! You left for your vacation so fast, | hope everything is okay. When you come back, | have a little 
surprise for you. How would you like to become my personal assistant?" His voice sounded lower at the end of 
the phrase and | couldn't help but picture that lustful grin on his face that he'd had when his hands landed on 


my ass as he pinned me to a wall 
| should've screamed at him, hit him, told him off at that moment, but | said nothing. | was so shocked, so 
disgusted.. all | did is pushed him away, run out of his office, and cry in the restroom. I'd just never been 


treated that way before, | panicked.. | should've wiped that grin off his face with my fist! 


lm not coming back. I'm quitting." | held my breath, waiting for my boss to blow up with anger. 


"Quitting? I'm offering you better pay, a better position, with the possibility of putting your name in the 


magazine industry! All | ask in return is a few favors now and then, is that so much?" 


You pig! You're talking about it like it's a normal thing! My face flushed with anger and James moved closer to 


me, | quickly turned away. | was afraid he would pull the phone away from me before | finished. 
‘lm not that kind of girl, and you. you're just a.. you're a pig!" 


"Why? Because l'm open about what | want. | want you and in return, I'm giving you the chance to become 
something. You think you'll make it on your own? Don't be silly, who would ever take you seriously with your 
looks? Trust me, no one cares if you're smart if you're a hot piece of ass. And as far as | know, you weren't 
so proud to fool around with Tim to get this job. What, am | not good enough, or did you already find a better 
looking sugar daddy?" His spat his words out with anger. 


"What? | would never.. Tim is like a father to me.. you.. you.." | almost choked on my words. "I'm quitting. ll 


come by to get my things...” 

"Don't bother. I'll send the carrier with your crap. And you can forget about the recommendation letter.” | 
heard him slamming the phone on the hook. | couldn't help but feel like crying. That's what everybody thought 
of me at work? That | slept with uncle Tim? | felt nausea turning my stomach. 

"Alex, are you okay.. what did he said?" Meg came to my side. 

"He thought that.. that me and your father... he offered me a promotion.. for favors.. | feel so disgusted.” 
"Fucker! You want me to make a fucking pinata out of him?" James pulled me to him in a protective hug. 

"No.. its done. | never have to see him again" 

| looked into James’ eyes and couldn't help but remember the painful words of my boss. | needed to find a job, 
| can't be a dead weight, | can't. This is against everything | ever believed in My boss is right.. a better looking 
sugar daddy. Does it make a difference that | love him? No.. the fact is the same.. I'm letting someone take 


care of me. | can't do that. Not if | want him to respect me, not if | want to respect myself.. we have to be 


equal. 


XXXII. 


XXXII 
(Alex's POV) 


In the last four weeks, Kirk and James had practicably moved into our house, leaving only for their jamming 
sessions. | called Tom the very next day after quitting my job and agreed to work on a few short stories. I'd 
never translated anything like that, and before we made my job official, | needed a try. 


Tom's new boyfriend was a writer and Tom's father owned one of LA's biggest publishing companies, a match 
made in heaven. The problem was, Sergei was of Russian origin and all his works were in in his native language. 


He knew English, but not enough to write in a foreign tongue. 


They asked me to translate his works, for some reason Tom had faith in my ability. |, on the other hand, 
wasn't so sure | could do it. | didn't tell my friends anything, deciding to keep it a secret until | got approved. 
Then, | could tell James that | have a job. The prospective was to get more foreign authors to agree to be 
translated by me.. but that is only if | could rightly and fully deliver their thoughts into a different language 
and a different culture. 


A week ago | sent two stories back to Tom and now | was waiting for the verdict. | insisted that not only him 
and Sergei, but also Tom's father read my translations, and only with their approval I'd sign the contract. To 
tell the truth, | kind of enjoyed doing it and was hopping | did well enough. It would be perfect! | could do it 


anywhere, even on tour. All | needed was the original work and a typewriter. 


All this time, me and James were continuing to work on Old Betsy and now she was almost ready. Last week we 
brought her back from the paint shop. The color we chose was a custom made Kandy Black, with a white 
outline on the sides. She looked absolutely amazing! 


Before the paint job, we sent all the chrome parts to a commercial plating shop. It was taking forever and then 
this noon the boxes were delivered, right after Meg and the boys left, and | was walking around them with 
itching hands. | couldn't wait to see how they'd turned out. 


| tried my best to distract myself with house work; | cooked enough food to last a few days, | cleaned the 
house, but the boxes were calling for me. | looked at the clock, painfully realizing that James would not be back 


anytime soon. | couldn't wait any longer! It was torture! 


| opened and carefully unwrapped the packaged parts, and placed them all on a blanket on top of the working 
bench. | was telling myself | was just going to prepare everything, just get it ready. | wanted to wait for 
James, to finish the work together, but the time was almost standing still, moving painfully slow, and | finally 


gave up. I'll just try to put the grill on and see how it's looks, that is all. Just one part, nothing else.. 


(James's POV) 


Meg came over to the studio after a successful hunt for some camera she wanted to find so badly, and 
everyone decided to go celebrate at the bar, except for me. | made an excuse that we had plans to work on 
the car and everyone easily believed me. Yeah.. the car, right, | couldn't wait to get back to Alex. In the last 
month that we spent together, | often caught myself thinking that | couldn't imagine how | ever lived without 


her. 


Of course, | never said anything to Lars or Jason, all they knew was that she was my girlfriend, and she'd 
come with us on tour. | never said anything about love, Kirk was the only one who knew the truth and | wanted 
to keep it that way. | didn't need any smirks and jokes about ‘love stricken puppy James’ or anything like that. 
I'd never even brought myself to tell the truth about my feeling to Alex.. it would be a complete surrender.. | 


wasn't ready to do that. Was |? 


l'm sure she knows how | feel, I'm still with her, everyday, every minute. that had to be obvious. But deep 
inside | knew | had to tell her. Tell her that | love her, that | think she is the one, the perfect one.. more like a 
soul mate.. Oh God, this is so gay.. I'll just tell her | love her. Today. Maybe tomorrow.. some time soon. Oh, 


come on James! Today.. maybe.. 


Why is it so difficult for me? What the fuck? Because l'm afraid to open up like that in front of anyone.. afraid 
of the feeling.. afraid to admit that I'm capable of love. Its so much easier to play this ‘fuck it all, I'm a lone 
wolf! role. Hard ass, bad ass, rough rocker.. that is in fucking love.. and would jump off the roof if one certain 


girl asked him to.. so fucking.. mushy.. one word.. gay. 


| was still deep in my thoughts when | pulled into the driveway. The garage door was half open and | bent down 
to make my way in My mind immediately cleared when | saw Alex. She was wearing short shorts and a tank 


top and one thought took over my mind, pushing all the blood to my groin 


Alex murmured some song, then bent down in front of the car and pulled a screw from her lips, placing it in 
the socket of the grill and turned the power screwdriver on. Fucking.. sexy.. as hell.. She let go of the trigger 
button, stopping the noise, then stepped back to look at her work and pulled another screw from her mouth, 
reaching to the grill. A long time favorite sex fantasy popped up in my head.. 


"Mmmmn.. looks nice!" | growled, walking to her and stopping right behind her, with my eyes glued to her ass. 
Very nice.. good thing Meg and Kirk are not here.. very good.. 


She turned, straightening up, and smiled. "I'm sorry.. | just couldn't wait.. she looks beautiful, doesn't she?" 


"Yep, she looks good, too.. wasn't talking about the car though.." | moved my hands to her hips and pressed my 
pelvis to her, feeling my manhood jerking in contact. Garage... car.. tools.. hot girl.. hell yes! | worked my hands 


to her shorts' closure and quickly popped the button open, sliding the zipper down 
"James! Kirk and Meg will come back.. come on, James, what are you doing?" She giggled. 


"They're at the bar." | slowly pulled her shorts down, noticing that she had no panties on. Mnn.. waiting for 


me? 
"James." She breathed out when | turned her back to me, pushing her on the hood of the car. 


"Don't you have one last screw to put in?" | playfully pushed her with my growing hardness. A light moan 
escaping her lips as she pressed back. | hurried to undo my pants and just let them down enough to free my 
shaft, unable to wait to enter her. 


| thrust in, burying my cock all the way into her in one rough move and she quiver in my arms with a moan. 
The screwdriver went off as she squeezed the trigger button in passion. She slowly let it slide down to the 
floor, holding onto the power cord. | rammed in again and she sighed at my roughness, but pushed back, letting 
me deeper. Oh.. this is so fucking hot.. | pulled almost all the way out and thrust back in, growling in the back 
of my throat with pleasure. 


| pinned her to the car, moving in and out with increasing rhythm. My breathing sped up and the smell of the 
oil, grease, gasoline and metal mixed in the air with the smell of sex, increasing my desire. The car was moving 


under the pressure of Alex's body with my every thrust. 


My growls were answered with her moans as | held her in front of me, yanking her hips closer with every 
entry. | watched my cock almost slide completely out, before ramming back in Her hands with oil marks, 
gripped onto the car hood and her hair fell out of her ponytail, spreading over her back and the car hood. Oh.. 
fuck. this is so sexy.. 


| felt her tighten around me and speed up my movement, pushing her over the edge. She convulsed in release, 
panting my name in joy. | held myself, letting her ride the last ripples of her orgasm. In urgent need to see her 


face with pleasure | pulled out, turning her in my arms and pushing her up on the car. 


Her shorts dropped down and she spread her legs with eagerness, pulling her top off. | yanked my tee off in 
one move and returned into her warmth, cupping her breasts. She bent her back, sliding closer on the hood 
and wrapping her legs around me. | pulled her up, bringing her face with a few grease smudges on the 


forehead to mine. Her lips parted as she breathed out. 
"Oh... James." 


| moaned and pinched her erected nipples in my fingers, she winced and clung to my chest. Her lips found mine 
and came together in a hungry kiss. My shaft worked it's way in and out of her, hands pulling her closer, mind 
bewitched and clouded in the electrifying pleasure. 


All of my senses narrowed to the building charge of unbound ecstasy. | lightly bit her lip with a deep thrust 
and burst deep inside of her with a loud moan of euphoria She pulled me closer, peering into my eyes with her 
spellbound deep ocean greens, intensifying my state to complete and absolute bliss. | love you Alex.. Tell her, 


tell her now.. | love you so much.. Now say it out loud! 
The light breeze moved the air in the garage and she turned to the side with a gasp. 


‘Oh my Gods! James, the door was open.. oh shit.. | hope no one saw us.." She clung to me with a shy smile 


and | kissed her head. I'll tell her later.. 


(Alex's POV) 


After James finished his food, he settled at the table with a bottle of beer, just watching me wash the dishes. 
My mind returned to the garage scene. | saw something in his eyes, his facial expression was more than just a 
reflection of pleasure. | saw love.. true love, this was the way my James looked at me. He loves me.. he is my 


James. Oh, Gods! lm the happiest woman in the world. 


| smiled to myself and looked at James’ reflection in the dark window. He was sitting with his feet on the 
opposite chair, just watching me washing plates. A smile played on his lips, satisfaction written all over his pose. 
He tried to help me earlier, but | said that since | had no job, this was the least | could do. House chores, 
doesn't matter how much | used to hate doing that. Somehow, it was very enjoyable now, maybe because | was 
doing it for someone | loved? Funny how even little things change.. like not even remembering that the door is 


open.. | really hope no one saw us.. 


(James' POV) 


| couldn't stop smiling. | probably looked like a complete idiot right now and | didn't fucking carel | felt.. at home. 
| haven't felt that for a long time.. not since | lost my mother. This is what | was missing all this time.. the 
feeling of belonging. A beautiful girl that loves me, that just let me play out my fantasy, taking her right there 
in the garage.. wanting me so much that she didn't even notice the half open garage door.. hehehhe.. then 
feeding me with an amazing home cooked meal.. Home. I'm home. 


| rested the beer bottle on the table and walked up to Alex. My arms encircled her waist and | buried my face 


in her hair, taking a deep breath. She turned in my arms with a smile. 
"James, my hands are all wet." 
"Don't care.. hug me.. pull me close.. kiss me.." | whispered, peering into her eyes. She sighed and wrapped her 


arms around my neck, her lips gliding over my lips as | pulled her up to me. My hand reached behind her, 
turning the water off. Her tongue softly reached between my lips and | picked her up in my arms, making my 


way to the stairs. 


After round two.. well, two for me and three for Alex, she snuggled to my side and | wrapped my hands 
around her. Happy, | feel absolutely happy. | wanted to scream my overwhelming love out, but | didn't. | don't 
know how long | was just laying there, holding her in my arms, breathing in the wonderful smell of her hair, 
brushing my fingers on her soft, silky skin 


Somewhere in the house | heard a few giggling voices and steps on the floor. Kirk and Meg were making their 


way to Meg's room, trying their drunken best to be quiet. Somewhere close to our door | heard Kirk whisper. 
"Meg, | love you so much.. like a lot.” 

"Ssshhhhl!! Kirk, be quiet..” 

"You can't shush me when l'm trying to tell you how much | love youl" 

‘| love you too, baby, and I'll show you how much when we make it to the bed." 

"Mmmmn.. bed.. with you in it.” 

A few steps, muffled giggles, and the sound of the door opening and closing. Then, everything went quiet. Alex 
told me that this house used to belong to a family of a boy who played the violin They also had three dogs 
and every time the boy tried to practice, the dogs joined him with blood chilling howls, making it impossible to 
hear anything else. 

The father finally found the perfect solution and reinforced his son's room's walls with sound proof materials. 
I'm sure he wasn't just tired of the dogs’ howls. His invention was working great, in the last month of me 
sleeping here, | never heard moans or anything like that from Meg's bedroom. | smiled.. hope they didn't hear 
anything either, our bedroom wasn't sound proof. 

Our bedroom? Yes.. it was our bedroom. | was bringing spare clothes with me in the few first days, then 
finally packed some in a suitcase, Alex made room in the closet and a drawer in her dresser for me. No one 


ever mentioned moving in together, it just happened.. 


Alex moved in her sleep, tightening her arm around me, and | felt her lips moving against my skin. | listen 


closer and heard her whispering in her dreams. 
"James..." 


| wanted to tell her, that | loved her, all evening | tried to find the right moment, the right words.. and | 


couldn't. | sighed and circled my finger on her shoulder. She was asleep with her face buried into my neck, her 


warm breath gliding over my skin, and her hand resting on my chest. One of my shoulders was under Alex's 


head, my arm holding her close, with hand on her waist and the other hand covering her forearm on my 


chest. 


A soft melody started to form in my head, the notes lining up and settling in the right places.. Words floated 
in my mind. | never opened myself this way.. life is ours, we live it our way.. all these words | don't just say, 
and nothing else matters.. My fingers moved on Alex's skin, pressing invisible strings, playing out the music 
that came right from my heart. My lips whispered into her hair. 


"Love | seek and | find in you.. every day for us something new.. open heart for a different view.. and nothing 


else matters." 
| felt Alex slowly breathing into my skin and glided my hand over her head. 


"| love you, Alex.. | love you with all my heart.. all my soul.. | never loved anyone so much.. | love you.. and | 
promise.. I'll tell you that when you wake up..." 


XXXII. 


XXXIII 
(Alex's POV) 


Somehow the tour date rolled upon us quickly and unexpectedly, changing our lives from slow paced lazy 
summer days into frantic pre-tour turmoil. Meg and | suddenly realized that we needed to find a suitable 
babysitter for our house and it was impossible in a such a short time. We called all our friends and their 
friends, pulling out our old address books. Three days of basically sitting on the phone brought nothing, no one 
could abandon their previous plans. 


We almost gave up and even thought of leaving our place unsupervised when we got a life-saving call from 
Meg's Mom. She had a friend who just lost everything in a brutal divorce and needed a place to stay in San 
Francisco. We breathed a sigh of relief and concentrated on getting what we need for our long trip together. | 
was helping Meg to pack her equipment and in a few hours her office started to look like the post office 
during the holidays. 


"Do you really think you need to take all this with you? | mean, we're not going to be in the middle of nowhere 


with no stores around." | vocalized my protest, packing yet another-sixth to be exact-box of film. 


"What if they don't have the film | use? What if | need them when the stores are closed? What if | don't have 
time to look for a photo shop?" Meg's eyes swept across the room in disarray, clothing, photo equipment, 
bubble wrap, and boxes everywhere. 


"But six boxes? Don't you think it's a bit too much? And what about the lights? The stage will be lit up, plus | 
don't think you can carry all that to every gig." | looked at the hefty sized box with the portable lights. 


"What if | find a good place for a photoshoot?" Meg glanced at me, returning her attention to a collection of at 
least twenty different lenses. 


"Okay, but do you need all your lights? Can't you just take a few? | mean, who's going to carry all this shit?" 
"Are you saying | need an assistant? Why didn't | think of that! Fuck!" 


| looked at the luggage and laughed. "I don't think that would make much of a difference. unless your assistant 
is a heavy weight champion.. We need a U-Haul truck for all this and at least two, three guys." 


Meg looked at me and sighed. "I know.. fuck. What was | thinking, deciding | can do this? | can't... this is 


impossible." She dropped into a chair, producing multiple crackles from the bubble wrap under her. 


"I think you need to call your father and get some professional advice on what to take and what not to." 

"I wanted him to think that l'm capable of doing this without him baby-sitting me.. but you're right.. | have no 
choice.." Her face turned sad. | knew too much of this race for a father's approval, lived it myself in both 
lives. 

"Meg, you don't have to if you really don't want to, we can do this." | sat down by her with a sigh. 

"Are you telling me you'll help? Please, pretty please!" 

"Of course I'll help, but | know nothing about photography, so you have to lighten up your gear yourself. Think 
minimal necessity. If for some reason you'll need anything that we didn't bring and we can't find it there, | 
promise to fly here and get it. What do you say?" 

| say you're the best friend ever, and | love youl" Meg's face lit up and she embraced me in a hug. 

After a few more hours of deliberation and Meg's arguments with herself, we ended up with half of what we 
had in the beginning. We decided to leave the rest in carefully marked boxes with a list of contents written on 
them. That way if | had to come back here, there would be no problem finding what | needed. 

"See, looks much better! Now, how much film do you need? And don't be greedy, remember what | promised” 
‘Okay... for one gig, about four color and at least one black and white. Forty-two gigs.. " 

"How about we take enough for ten gigs, and then we'll see." 

"Okay. that would be fifty films.. how about just take as many as | can fill in this box?" 

"Deal. One is much better than six." 

The pile of boxes melted down to just three, one with lights, one with chemicals and all Meg needed to develop 
her film, and one of the film itself. Two big suitcases with clothes and two smaller carry-on bags, were all 
that Meg was taking. 

"See, we did it!" | looked at the now acceptably sized luggage and she turned to me with a smile. 


"Now we can move on and pack your stuff. So, what are you taking with you?" 


"| already packed most of my clothes, two suitcases.. and one backpack with two copies of Segrey's novel and a 


few notebooks..." 


"And one more thing.. | have something for you." Meg pulled a box from under her table, handing it to me with 


a grin. "Here, | hope you like it" 


| opened it and sighed at the sight of the small portable typewriter. | wanted to buy one, but my bank account 
only had enough money to pay the house bills in our absence. | couldn't ask James for money, he was already 


paying for me everywhere we went and | felt a pin of discomfort every time he did it. 

"Meg... this is perfect! Thank you.. | love you! It's small enough to fit in one of my suitcases!" 

"Alex, you still didn't tell James about your new job, did you?" 

"IIl tell him later." | wanted to tell him about it right after | had a meeting with Tom and Sergey to sign the 
contract, but James’ mind was too deep in the tour haze. In fact, | felt him pulling back from me and that 
made me feel uneasy. | was still waiting for him to finally verbalize his feelings for me and every time | 
thought he was about to say those important words to me, he changed the topic. 


"Alex, what's wrong?" Meg peered into my eyes. 


| don't know Meg.. | don't know if I'm making the right decision here.. he's changed." | felt my throat swelling 


with a small lump. 

"Hey, the guys are just busy with all their tour preparations, Kirk is spending less time with me too." 
"At least he told you that he loves you.." 

"James just.. he's not like Kirk. maybe he needs more time.." 


‘Or maybe, with all this foretaste of the tour he's regretting inviting me.. you know, groupies and all, who 


wants their girlfriend cramping the ‘free rocker’ style.." 


(Kirk's POV) 


As usual, Lars had everything set and thought of every little thing for the tour. The dates, cities, hotels, and 
transportation that our managers picked were approved by him. He was always good at making those decisions, 
he had a talent for multitasking. Making the set lists for every city was also his pride and joy, he had all the 

old set lists form previous tours. Always was making sure we didn't repeat songs from the previous years in 


the same city, keeping it fresh and exiting for the ‘kids’. 


Jason and | were busy perfecting and memorizing songs from the new album, refreshing our memory of the 
old ones and learning a few new covers. It was decided that we would open every gig with Blackened, with the 
exception of a few dates later in the tour, where we'd start with Creeping Death. The new cover songs would 


include Iron Maiden's Prowler, Led Zeppelin's Helpless, How Many More Times, and Deep Purple's Black Night. 


For a few gigs we planned a little surprise, a switch of instruments for Am | Evil. | had to play bass, Jason 
would take my guitar, James would get on the drums, and Lars would sing. That would be a sight to see.. and 


hear. The name of the tour was Damaged Justice and the schedule was brutal. 


The European Leg was planned to start with twenty-three gigs with Danzig opening for us in nine countries, 
then eighteen gigs with Queensryche in eight countries. After that we'd get a small break for ten days and 
start the North American Leg with eighty-seven gigs, from November fifteenth to April twenty-first, with 
Christmas break for a month in the middle. 


Another week-long break at the end of it and off we'd go to the Pacific Ocean Leg. Five countries, twelve gigs 
through May with Mortal Sin and The Cult opening. North America Leg Part Two would take us through 
another seventy-six gigs. Then, for the grand finale, the Brazilian Leg, four gigs, the last one on October eighth. 
The whole tour would take three hundred and ninety days, with two hundred and twenty gigs in twenty-two 


countries. 
"So, everything is set then" James dropped onto the couch, opening another beer. 


"Yep, the only thing that isn't sitting right with me is your decision to drag your own focking pussy with us." 


Lars walked to his drums, giving James a glare. 


"Her name is Alex and she's none of your fucking business." James squeezed an empty beer can in his fist, 
throwing the distorted metal on the table. As it hit the surface, | tensed, knowing that Lars wouldn't let it go 


so easy, he never did. 


"Just don't want any focking drama on the tour." Lars pulled his robe off and sat down on his stool, still looking 
in James’ direction. "| can understand Kirk, he has no focking choice, Meg is working with us, but you.. What the 
fock is with you and that girl? Don't tell me that little dame managed to focking wrap you around her finger so 
fast. | see it in vivid colors, Wolfy on a focking short leash." 


Oh fuck.. Here we go.. shit will hit the fan.. | nervously watched James get up and walk to the guitar stand. His 


lips were closed tight, a cold glare set on the drummer. 


"She's coming with me. End of discussion” James picked up his guitar, turning his attention to the amp. | held 
my breath and prayed to God that Lars would let it go and get off the obviously sensitive topic. To my relief, 
he laughed it off. 


"Fine, fock it your way. What do you say Jason, with James and Kirk out, all the Ednas are at our disposal! | 
wonder if Evelyn's following us on this tour, she has an amazing mouth according to James." 


Jason answered with a wide smile, James' face flinched, and Lars smirked at his reaction, hitting the drums 
with the beginning beat of Breadfan. James’ guitar followed and Jason picked up the rhythm with the bass. | 
started to play my part, but my mind went wandering off to the past. 


There were a few girls that we kind of kept around, sort of like our favorite groupies. It all started a long time 
ago, before we had a big crew. Those girls were following us on tours, helping with little things like laundry and 
the wardrobe, making sure we had towels, food and of course, warm beds. Later, some of them became part 
of the crew, the others came and went. Evelyn was one of those girls, a small blonde with long hair, a killer 


body, and a shameless attitude. 


She joined the pack and followed us for the last two tours, managing to push away many other girls and 
establishing herself as James’ groupie, not the regular Edna. Of course, that never stopped him from fucking 
anyone he wanted too, picking girls from the audience, but none of them ever stayed around, vanishing after 


James was done with them. | always thought that Evelyn had something to do with that. 


The favorites were very territorial, and the fact that we were bringing our girlfriends with us on this tour 
would certainly set them off. But then again, the status of a girlfriend was untouchable. | wonder how Meg and 
Alex would feel with the hostile jealousy of the elite groupies. Maybe I'd better warn them.. not like those girls 
meant anything to any of us, but in their mind, they were the only possible girlfriend material, so who the 
fuck knows what they'd do. Nothing bold for sure, but there was always the danger of meeting face to face 
back stage, and a few words could hurt more than the blade of a knife. Fuck.. 


James and | were sharing a car as usual, there was no reason for both of us to drive, since we lived together. 
And after out jam session was over | waited for James to pull out of the parking lot and turned to him with 
the hope that he would understand my worries. 

"James, | think we need to talk." 

"About what?" His eyes stayed on the road. 

"About Alex and Meg on tour." | kept my eyes on his face, trying to read his expression 

"What about it?" 


"Well.. remember what happened last time you kind of had a girlfriend?". 


"She wasn't a girlfriend, | just liked her, she knew how to get me off." He smirked to himself, still not looking in 
my direction 


"Okay, whatever you call it.. she was with you for almost a month on the last tour and then, just like that, she 


was gone.. and Evelyn was all over you once again." Please take it seriously. 
"Not you too, Kirk! She was good with her mouth and that's all." 


‘lm just worried that she may be too good with her mouth. | think you need to put her into place at the 


beginning of the tour, so there's no danger of her trying to scare Alex off, that's all" There, | said it. 
"Mind your own fucking business, Quirk" James’ lips tightened 

"James." | started again, but he cut me off with a growl 

"| got this, tm not that stupid. Now, fuck off and worry about your own girlfriend 


"Fine, as long as you got it" | turned away, watching buildings passing by in the night light of the city. I'll just 

warn Meg and hopefully she will tell Alex to stay away from those girls, especially the predatory blonde. Meg.. 
my beautiful, sexy, cool and foxy girl.. can't wait to melt in your arms. This passed week we barely spent any 
time together, both busy with last minute preparations. We need a romantic dinner with candles or something 


like that before the tour.. 


This would be the ultimate test of our love. Both working crazy schedule, year on the road.. | really hope our 
love is strong enough to survive the tour madness... | need it to survive. 


(James' POV) 


| lay on the bed, Alex asleep in my arms, and my mind stirred up by Kirk's words. | knew none of the Ednas 
would ever step over the line, but what if.. Evelyn was a first class bitch.. and | knew it. | heard her talking to 
one of the girls one time and it wasn't pretty. Oh, come on, she would never do anything to Alex, not if | make 
it clear that this is serious, that I'm taken and she has no chance in hell. She may try to get to me again.. she 
knows she's the fucking queen of blow jobs.. best | ever had, and I've had a lot. And if I'm drunk enough.. | may 
slip off.. Fuck, stop thinking about it! Everything will be fine. Are you sure about that? Yes.. no. Fuck! 


What the fuck was | thinking when | made Alex promise to go on the tour with me? It's not enough that 
groupies will be around, and l'll be all into my work. Fucking Lars, just had to say that phrase. ‘Wolfy on a short 
leash'! | can't be all lovey-dovey with her in front of the guys. | can't turn into this soft and cuddly boyfriend, 
| can't lose my badass reputation in front of everyone, | can't! Add to that a few poisoned words from the 


Ednas and that would do it.. I'll lose her.. Fuck! What in the hell did you get yourself into Hetfield? 


There's no way back now.. | can't tell her that I've changed my mind. She'll think | just want to be free for the 
Tour. Plus, | do want her with me, | don't want to spend a year away from her, that wouldn't work either. 
Never worked for the other guys, not for long anyway. Maybe if | explain it to her.. Can | explain me? Would 
she understand, without feeling less important to me? She's still with me, even though | never told her that | 
love her.. that means she knows me at least a little bit.. or does it mean that she's just waiting for me to get 


to that part of our relationship? Fuck.. 


| have to find a way to explain everything to her, even if | can't explain it to myself. | need to tell her that 
during tours l'm concentrated on my music, my band, the ‘kids'. That this doesn't mean | love her less, that 


I've changed or that I'm trying to pull away.. That sometimes | would be paying less attention to her.. shit.. it 


would never work. I'm about to lose her.. and I'm the one who set myself up for this failure. Oh God.. how can | 
do this? | don't want to lose her.. 


| need to finally tell her that | love her, before the tour starts. That means today. Fuck! That means | have to 
come up with some romantic shit.. Fuck! Come on James, you know how much she means to you. You know 
how much you love her, you know there was never anyone like her.. and never will be. This is it. She is the one. 


You opened up to her before.. do it one more time, let her in completely. Just fucking surrender.. 


Alex moved in her sleep, sliding her hand off me and my chest suddenly felt very empty, almost as if her arm 
was a part of me and when taken away, left an almost painful emptiness. | quickly pulled her arm back on my 
chest and breathed in, feeling barely there electrical charges dancing between us. | pressed her hand to me, 
tightening my arm around her body. My lips found her temple and | felt a strong wave of something warm 


splashing over me, almost making me gasp. Please understand me.. 


XXXIV. 


XXXIV 


(Meg's POV) 


Kirk was still in the shower when | came down to get my robe from the laundry room, wearing nothing but his 
tee. The door bell ring caught me off guard and | quickly put the robe on top of Kirk's shirt, opening the door. 

My jaw almost dropped to the floor, when | saw my mother and her friend standing there with wide smiles on 
their faces. 


"Hello my dear, don't tell me you're just getting up, it's one in the afternoon!" 
Oh... fuck! 


After hugs and the usual ‘Oh my God, you look too skinny, do you ever eat? and ‘| missed you so much’, she 
went straight to the kitchen. Continuing to talk, she started the coffee brewing, the usual and never changing 
ritual of her rare and always unexpected visits. | barely had time to stick a few words in during my mother's 


verbal waterfall, mainly just answers to her never-ending questions in short ‘yes' and ‘no’. 


‘Oh, this is heavenly." She sat down, taking a big sip of coffee with pleasure written on her face. "You have no 


idea how awful that stuff they dared to call ‘coffee’ on the plane was! Absolutely horrible!" 


With my Mom talking nonstop, | sat there on pins and needles, waiting for my friends and my love to show up 
in the kitchen any minute now. | never told my Mom about Kirk, well, | kind of did, without going to deep into it. 
| never told her what he did or that we were living together. With every passing second | felt more anxious, 
and when | heard the steps behind the door, my heart dove down. The kitchen door opened, letting in a 
barefoot, shirtless Kirk He was still drying his wet curls with a towel, his jeans unbuttoned and zipped halfway, 
showing the top of his red underwear. 


"Baby, | need my tee back, | have nothing to wear, everything else is pa--" He pulled his towel down to his 
shoulders, looked up, and stuttered on the last word. Great! Not the best kind of the first meeting between 
your boyfriend and your mother. Of course, | knew my Mom would have enough class and acting skills to 
pretend everything was normal, but still. Awkward.. 


"Mom.. this is Kirk Hammett, my boyfriend. Kirk this is Scott Welsh he's going to watch our house.. and 
Lorraine Gary.. my mother." | breathed out. Kirk's face flushed, his hands quickly buttoned up his pants, and he 


pulled down the towel in a desperate attempt to cover his bare chest. 


"Missis Gary, Mister Welsh.. um.. morning.. sorry.. | didn't know we had guests.. nice to meet you...” Kirk stepped 
back and froze with a mix of horror and embarrassment written on his face. 


"Nice to meet you too.. Kirk, but it's hardly morning, more like afternoon. Meg told me little bit about you and | 
was looking forward to seeing you one day, | just wasn't expecting to see.. that much of you." My Mom smiled, 
clearly enjoying the moment. | rolled my eyes and mentally slapped myself on the forehead. Shit. 


"Sorry. |. Meg has my shirt.. and.. um... sorry." Kirk mumbled, then looked back at my mother, his eyes 
widened and he almost dropped his towel. "Wait.. Lorraine Gary? You mean.. The Lorraine Gary.. as in from 


Jaws? Oh my God!" 


"Well, young man, | like you already! But judging by your reaction, my daughter doesn't talk much about me." 


She gave me a little glare and hid her smile in the coffee cup. 


She stopped acting a long time ago, pretending that she lost her interest in it, but | knew that wasn't true. She 
just didn't get any offers to star in movies acceptable to her standards. When she rejected a few, the offers 
winded down, and soon completely stopped. She had pretended that this was her choice, that all that stardom 
was beneath her. All that was a complete lie, | could clearly see it in her face, Kirk's exited outburst stroked 
her ego. But even in the pleasure of being recognized, she couldn't help but throw a little rock my way. | guess 
in her mind | was supposed to scream on every corner that my mother was an actress, even if she always 


told everyone that it was just a little hobby of her's, nothing more. 


Before | could say anything, we heard giggles and the kitchen door opened once more. Alex came in with James' 
arms wrapped around her, both laughing, his lips on her neck, both clearly fresh out of the shower, and of 
course, once again, missing an upper garment on James. Crap.. Well, at least now Kirk wasn't the only one half 


naked. 

Oh.. Missis Gary.. hi... l.. um.. we'll be right back." Alex flushed, pushing James back through the door. 

"| guess we should've called you first.. Meg, why don't you go and help Kirk find something to wear." My 
mother smirked into her cup. 

(Alex's POV) 

After a very awkward breakfast, the boys quickly excused themselves, making up something about needing to 
get the rest of their stuff from their apartments, leaving Meg and me to deliver the explanations and listen to 
the lecture about proper young girls behavior. | whispered in James' ear that I'd call him and tell him the plan 


of what we were going to do when | found out if Meg's mother was actually planning to stay over night. 


"Call Kirk's place, I'll go hang out with him, | already gave my rent up.. everything's in storage." He whispered 


back with a sad smile. 


To my surprise Lorraine didn't lecture us, | guess Kirk won her heart talking about the movies that she was in. 


We also breathed out in relief when we found out that both of our guests were here just to get the key for 


the house and didn't plan to stay overnight. A few of their friends were going to Las Vegas and were suppose 
to meet at the airport. Other news weren't so great, the flight was at nine in the evening and that meant we 
were stuck with them until then. 


Meg was just about to call the guys and tell them all that, when the phone rang. She picked it up and after 
the first words handed it to me. 


"Its the Bitch from Hell, she said it's important." 


| took the phone with my heart jumping in my chest, wondering what else Elaine could possibly want from me, 


but nothing prepared me for what | heard from the other end of the line. 


(James' POV) 


"This can't be any worse, it's not enough that | showed up in front of her mother barely dressed and mumbled 
like an idiot throughout breakfast, but then | ran away like a dog with my tail between my legs, leaving Meg to 


explain everything.” Kirk was pacing wall to wall. 


"Yeah, wasn't the best way to meet your girl's parent, but hey, at least you didn't do that in front of her 
father, he would've shot you, and not with his camera" | giggled. 


‘I'm serious James! | should've stayed.. | should've told her that I'm serious about Meghan.. maybe | should go 
back.." Kirk stopped and dropped onto the chair. 


"Let's wait till the girls call, okay? Then we can decide what to do." 
"Plus, | planned a romantic night with candles and all.. and this ruins it" Kirk breathed out: 


"Yeah... | had plans too.." Fuck.. Last night | came up with a somewhat decent idea. All the work on the car was 
finished days ago and she stood in the garage proudly showing off her perfect, newly refreshed body, just 
begging for the road. | felt guilty that in the rush of the last week | had completely forgotten about my 


promise to join Alex in her long time dream of taking Betsy for a ride. 


| had a plan to combine both deeds. Take Alex to that favorite place of hers, with the city view, and finally tell 
her that | love her. Wait for her to say ‘this is so beautiful' and tell her that there is someone right beside 
me more beautiful, then look into her eyes and say ‘| love you, Alex’, then a kiss.. Yeah, lame, | know, just like a 
cheesy scene from a movie, but | couldn't come up with anything else. I'm just not good at all this romantic 


crap that chicks dig. 


Kirk got a few beers out of the fridge and we both went quiet, preoccupied with our thoughts. So, that the 
fuck we're suppose to do now? What if Meg's mom decided to spend the night? At least Kirk has his own place, 


he can bring Meg here. Maybe | can still take Alex for the ride? | mean, it's not her mother, she doesn't have 
to stay there.. 


In the dead silence of the room the phone ring sounded almost like an explosion. Kirk jumped up to his feet, 
reaching for the phone, and | got up from my chair. The verdict. 


"Meg! So what's the plan?" Kirk's face lit up after the answer from the other side. 


"Okay, great! I'll be there right after nine.. Yeah, I'll tell him.. Love you too!” He hung up the phone and turned 


to me with a smile. 
"So?" Please tell me we can still do all that we planned.. 


"She's not staying overnight! Meg's driving them to the airport, and after that the coast is clear. Alex is on 
her way to pick you up, something came up and she needs you." 


"What happened? Is she okay?" 


"| don't know, Meg didn't say anything more than, just that some shit came up at the worst possible time, 
that's all." 


XXXV 


(Alex's POV) 


Betsy's motor purring calmed my nerves down, bringing memories of a long forgotten past. My father was 
always taking me for rides on his rare visits back home. My favorite moments. Just me, him, and Betsy. He 
would put me on his lap and let me steer, telling me that one day | could drive on my own. | couldn't wait, if 
only | knew back then that this day would be delayed so much. He died before | turned sixteen, and by the time 
| could get my driving license, Betsy had been standing in the garage for so long that | couldn't start her. 


| had plans to make her run, but | simply didn't have time between college, work, and the newly bought old 
house. Then all that time travel happened.. Then after my grandparents died in the span of six months, and | 
finally brought Betsy to my garage and started working on her. Then all Hell broke lose. | never thought that 
my estranged uncle's wife would get her claws into my grandparents’ house. | just was too young to know all 
this legal stuff. | didn't know that my grandparents didn't leave a will. Plus, | was in the middle of my 
depression after losing James.. | just couldn't fight her with her multiple lawyers, and my brother quickly 
signed on her side, lured by the money she managed to pay him for his signature. Needless to say, she won 
very quickly. My grandparents’ land was now hers, but she never told us her plans in full until today. 


Well, at the very least, she had the heart to call me and tell me that | had one day to say goodbye to that 
place. She even gave me permission to get all | wanted out. Tomorrow, the workers would be there, and all my 
childhood memories would crumble under bulldozers, vanishing from this world forever, leveled to the ground. 
A new, prestigious golf course with a great view of Yosemite Park would be built in its place. 

In the haze of memories | didn't noticed how quickly | arrived at Kirk's place. | was about to get Betsy into the 
parking spot, when | saw James coming out of the door. He almost ran to me and jumped over the door into 
the passenger seat with a worried expression. 


"Alex, what happened?" 


"IIl tell you on the way.. | need to get something.. and | dont want to do this alone." 


(James' POV) 


Alex put an old guitar that we found in the barn on top of the two boxes on the backseat of the car and ran 
her hand along the side of it. 


"| don't even know why | need this.. | just don't want to leave her here to die.. Well, that's it.. there's nothing 


else | could think of taking.. unless you can tell me that we can somehow haul the whole place with us." She 


turned her face to me with a fade smile. 


Her tears had finally stopped a few hours ago, when we took a long walk through the farm. All this time | was 
quiet, just holding her hand and letting her relive her memories. 


"I wish | could.. are you okay?" 


"Yeah, | made my peace with it.. besides, no one can ever take it out of my heart, you know.. I'll just keep it all 
here." She pressed her hand to her chest. "James, thank you for coming with me.. | didn't want to do this 


alone...” 


"No problem.. we can stay a bit longer, if you want." | hugged her from behind, kissing her temple. God, | wish | 
could help her.. 


"No, | think that's it.. give me a second, okay? | just want to say one last goodbye.. it won't take long." She 
pulled out of my arms and looked back at me. 


"Take all the time you need, I'll be here." | opened the passenger side door and sat down. 


She smiled at me and walked back to the house, opening the door and stepping inside. God, | wish | could save 
this for her.. | sighed. | understand how she feels, if someone took my house away, the house | grew up in.. | 
pulled the guitar on my lap and strummed the strings, causing a distorted sound. You poor thing, no one played 
you for a while. | can save this part for her, bring it back to life, make it sing. 


Alex was gone long enough for me to tune the guitar, and when it sounded right, my fingers picked at the 
strings, bringing out the song that I'd been working on for the past week. The melody that came from my 


heart and was forever connected to Alex, and the unfinished lyrics | kept in my head, never daring to write 
them down, floated in my mind. 


(Alex's POV) 

When | came back to the car, | heard James playing a soft and enchanting melody. His eyes were closed and he 
looked completely taken away by his music. | carefully climbed over the car door and onto the driver's seat, 
afraid to disturb his serene moment, but he opened his eyes. 


"James, that was beautifull What was it?" 


“Oh... nothing, just something | came up with..." He covered the guitar strings with his hand and looked at me 
with a self-conscious smile. 


"Can you play it for me?" | pleaded, turning on the seat to face him. 


‘Its... not finished." He looked down at the guitar. 
"Please." | pleaded again. 


"Okay, but... don’t laugh.. it's not like anything | ever wrote before.. it's." He looked at me, then down at the 


guitar and whispered. "It's.. for you." 


| held my breath when his fingers ran over the strings and the guitar spoke with slow and soothing music. He 


gazed into my eyes and the soft words came from his lips. 


So close, no matter how far 
Couldn't be much more from the heart 
Forever trusting who we are 


And nothing else matters.. 


| held my breath, feeling his words reaching all the way to my heart, making it beat faster and stronger. The 
words | was waiting for, the most important words in this world. Oh.James.. Tears clouded my eyes and | 
barely held back my sigh. James stopped playing and looked down | moved closer, took the guitar off his lap 
and took his face in my hands, pulling it up. 


"Thank you.. it was.. | love you too, James.." | whispered, gazing into his eyes. 


"I wish | could explain just how much.. | love you." He sighed, pulling me closer and wrapping his arms around 


me. 
"You just did.. in the most beautiful and romantic way." | breathed out. 


My fingers tangled into his hair and | moved closer, moaning softly under his tender touches, when he moved 
my hair away from my face. Our lips touched and | melted into his arms, overjoyed and overwhelmed with 
love. | lost sense of time, feeling our souls touch, sending warm electrical charges throughout our bodies. His 


kiss, his eyes and his heart beating so close to mine made me gasp in sentimental bliss. 


James pulled back, gazing into my eyes and running the back of his fingers against my face, tucking an unruly 
strand of hair behind my ear. His expression turned worried for a second, almost as if a shadow of something 


crossed his mind. 
"What's wrong?" | tried to read his eyes. 
“Alex. | want to tell you something.. l. | can't.. | don't know how to explain it.when the tour starts.. | can't be 


all. like this.. and." He struggled to put his words together and looked down. Oh Gods, he's worried about hurting 
my feelings! | need to help him.. 


"James, look at me.. | know that you open this side of you to me and only me, and | know that you can't show 


it in front of the guys.. | understand that." | smiled. 

"You do?" 

"| do. | know that you can't lose your cool in front of your friends, and be all touchy-feely with me. | promise 
not to ask you to hold my hand or kiss me tenderly in front of everyone, or tell me ‘| love you'. | promise not 
to whine that you're not paying attention to me or hang on your arm. And | promise to be okay with arm- 
over-my-shoulders, ‘this is mine’ displays of alpha-male possessiveness, or anything like that. But you have to 
promise not make me look like a dog that follows you around" | bit my lip, holding back my smile, when his 
eyes widened. 


"| would never do that!" 


"As long as you at least give a smile, when you're busy, I'll be okay." | smiled. 


(James' POV) 
"How do you know me so well?" Oh God! She understands mel She's.. 
‘lm smart, don't you know that?" Alex made a purposely serious face and tucked her hair behind her ears. 


"| love you even more now, although | doubt that's humanly possible.. " | pulled her to me, breathing freely and 
feeling the mountain of worry lift off my shoulders. She's perfect.. 


"James... | kind of have something to tell you too.." She looked down, bit into her lip, and looked back at me. "l 
got a job. | can do it while on the tour.. at least, | think | can do it." 


Wait.. a job? Goddammit! | thought she was just kidding back then.. guess not. Oh, why won't she just let me 
take care of her? Okay, chill.. she understood you, now it's your turn to understand her, and her will to be 
independent. Godfuckingdammit! Breath, slow.. nice and easy. You promised her to be fine with it. 


"What kind of the job?" | manged to ask in a calm tone of voice. 

"I signed the contract with Tom's boyfriend to become a translator for his books, so he can be published here 
in the US. So when you're busy with your work, I'll be busy with mine, and you don't have to worry that I'm 
feeling forgotten. Plus, | promised Meg to help her with her stuff.. See, it all worked out perfect." She breathed 


out. 


Its not that bad.. unless it takes too much of her time away from me.. 


"So.. you'll be busy reading and writing all the time and spending a lot of time with Meg? But what about me?" 
| pouted. 


"James, as soon as you have time for me, I'll drop everything, | promise." She laughed. 


"So, if | see you writing and come over to you and.. kiss you like this.." | ran my finger on her lips and took 


them in mine, teasing her tongue, then pulled back smiling. 


"l'Il forget all about my work, throw it aside and answer like this." Her arms ran over my chest to my neck, 
her face coming closer to mine, and her tempting kiss sent me into shivers. Mmmunn.. do | dare to take it 


further? Would she go for it right here, right now? 


"And if | do this?" | pulled her over my lap, bringing her closer, and slid my hands just barely under her 
blouse, kissing her more demanding this time. She gasped into my mouth and got hold of the bottom of my 
shirt, pulling back from my lips with a devilish smile. 


"If we're in a secluded place.. like we are now, with no one watching us... This would be my answer." She yanked 
my tee off and started to playfully unbutton her top, moving slow and tempting me to just rip the thing off in 
one move. When she let her blouse fall behind her, | covered her chest, neck, and face with light kisses. | 
placed my hands on the clasp of her bra and quirked my eyebrow, waiting for her permission. She smiled with 
a slight nod and | let my fingers continue. My hands ran to her breasts, cupping, caressing, pulling, and my lips 
joined in, fondling her hardened nipples. She bent back with a moan and pressed her pelvis against my quickly 
growing bulge, heating up my desire. 


"Oh... yes.." | breathed in and out, pulling on her hips and burning with lust. | really hope we're going further 
with this.. because if not, I'm setting myself up for a long and painful wait. Even if | drive, if she lets me, 
flooring it all the way home, Meg's Mom is still there and we can't do anything.. I'll explode with pressure. As if 
to answer to my thoughts, Alex looked at me with eyes full of desire, breathing out and tugging on my belt. 
Oh... yes.. | know that look well.. she wants me. 


"James.. love me.. right here, right now." Her whisper blew over my ear and her lips slid lower, tracing 
feathery kisses over my jaw. | gasped, pulling her to me, and she answered with a moan, shivering in my arms. 
A low rumble left my chest when her legs parted, letting me closer. | stood her up between my legs and 
tugged her skirt down, letting it fall. My lips moved on her stomach and she pressed me to her as my hands 
pulled off her last garment. | dropped back into the seat, admiring her body in front of me, naked, beautiful, 


calling for me. She looked down at me and smiled. 
"Not fair.. l'm all ready for you and you still have your pants on" 


It took me a second to get rid off my jeans, and my cock sprang out from the tight bind to the oh-so- 
welcoming freedom, throbbing, needing, wanting. Alex smiled at my movements and straddled me, sliding herself 
closer, pushing onto me and we both gasped a moan when our flesh interlocked. | raised my hips, thrusting 


deeper and she pushed down, holding onto my shoulders. 


Our slow movements sped up, the heat building up with our cries of joy. Her body moving on mine, her lips 
gasping with moans, her ocean green eyes, all that sent me into an intoxicating haze. | pushed up in attempt to 
plunge all the way into her and she bent back, holding onto the windshield. My body craved more and | stood 
up, holding her in my arms. She held on to my shoulders, moving up and down on me and speeding up my 


maneuvers. Fucking small spacel 


| lowered her on the car seat, bringing both of her legs up to my shoulders, holding her firmly in my arms 
and stood up on my knees on the seat. She smiled and raised herself up, bracing on the steering wheel with 
one arm and the back of the seat with other, letting her upper back push on the top of the car door. That 


gave me more room to move and | rammed in with a growl. 


"Oh Alex.. that'll be fine. just like that.. oh fuck." My body sped up, racing to reach the ecstasy of the peak. | 
felt her tightening around me, and she started to pant my name, drowning deeper in her pleasure, drawing 
closer to her release. Heat boiled in my veins as | watched her body shake under my thrusts, her lips gasping 


for air, her eyes peering into mine. 


"Oh Jamesl.. Oh yes.." Her body curved in front of me and | lost it, feeling her clench and convulse around me. 
Her outcry spurred my orgasm, and | pulled her closer, letting her legs slide to my waist as | buried my face 
in her neck, letting out a muffled growl of my release. | dropped back, pulling her with me, and she collapsed on 
my chest, panting and shaking with aftershocks in unison with my jerks still deep inside of her. 


We laid in each other arms for a few minutes, catching our breaths, until the evening breeze started to chil 
our heated bodies. Alex shivered and raised up, reaching to the back seat. My lips were drawn to the skin of 
her waist right in front of my face. She giggled, returning into my arms with a blanket that she managed to 
fish out from one of the boxes. 


"Here, this'll keep us warm. We can stay here a bit longer.. Meg's Mom is still there, so there's no rash." She 
wrapped the blanket around us and lay on top of me. | wrapped my arms around her and smiled, remembering 
my friend's plan. 


"We need to give Kirk and Meg some time too.. he planned some romantic crap." 
‘I'm fine with that. This is perfect, just you, me, and Betsy.." Alex kissed my chest and moved up to my neck. 


The warmth of her skin against mine, her hand stroking my chest, and her lips nibbling on my neck brought 
me into loving bliss. With my body satisfied for the moment, my mind wandered, thinking about how happy and 
how lucky | was to find my Alex, the perfect girl, who gets me better than | get myself. The tour didn't seem 
like a scary monster that would tear us apart anymore. And maybe, just maybe, the guys would understand 


my love if | dared to show it in front of them. 


Alex moved, making herself more comfortable, and | raised my arm, letting her settle, not noticing that my 


fingers got caught in the chain of her pendant. Her head jerked and pulled with my hand, and she gripped onto 


my hand, laughing. 
"Wait!" | stopped and she helped me free my hand. 


My eyes drifted to the pendant, and | took it in my hand. | always thought it was unusual, kind of old looking. 
An oval silver plate covered with a Celtic-like design, with a green stone in the middle in an almost claw-like 


setting, a crown above the stone, and two crossed swords below it. Wicked looking and very cool. 
‘I've never seen you wear any other jewelry.. does it mean something to you?" 


She froze for a second and raised her head, looking at me. He face turned sad and she lowered her eyes, 


covering her pendant with her hand. 


‘Its all | have left from.. it's nothing." She lowered her head back to my chest and slid her hand over my skin 
| could feel her heart beating faster, her body tensed up. Did | bring up some painful memory? | remember 
she told me about her life.. but she never mentioned that pendant.. 


"Alex, it's okay if you don't want to share that with me.. if you're not ready." | whispered and she looked at 


me with worry written all over her face. She looked down, sighed, and rubbed her thumb on her pendant. 


"James, do you believe in unexplained mystical things? Like reincarnation or the possibility of time travel.” 
(Alex's POV) 


"| don't know, | never really thought of that.. why?" James pulled me closer and kissed my temple. His fingers 
tangled into my hair, but | tensed up, stirred up by the direction that our talk was heading in. Alexia, what are 
you doing? He would never understand this, he would just think you're crazy.. Don't do this. | looked at James’ 
peaceful face, his blue eyes gazing in mine. It's not too late, just laugh it off and forget about it. 


No.. | need to tell him everything.. | can't have this barrier between us, | have to let him in all the way, no 


secrets, no lies.. and if he understands me, then this is where | belong. In his arms. 


"You opened up to me.. bared it all and.. | have one last secret.. to open myself to you completely. All | ask is 
that you listen without interfering.. just wait till lim done and then you can.. either accept me as | am, or tell 
me to drive you home and.. if this is something you can't deal with, l.. I'll let you decide if you want to be with 
me.. after | tell you.. who | am.. its so complicated and | don't even know how to explain it myself.. but if you 
can't love me as | am.. " | felt my heart pounding in my chest, anxiety gripped into my throat and | swallowed 
nervously, looking into James' eyes for reassurance, still not sure of my decision. Oh Gods.. l'm making a big 


mistake.. 
"Alex, there is nothing in this world that would make me stop loving you." He smiled. 


"Yeah... in this world.. how about in a different world.. long in the past.. the year rine hundred thirty-four to be 


exact." | breathed out still looking into his eyes. 


"What can possibly have happened a thousand and some years ago that has anything to do with you or us?" 


James smiled. 


"ll tell you... all of it." | sighed and let my memories free. No turning back.. Oh Gods, help me.. 


| finished my story and looked into James' eyes with a trembling heart, awaiting his reaction. This is it, he 


knows it all, | swallowed and prepared myself for the worst. 


sword as a child. My dentist couldn't find the filling he put in my tooth three years ago. he thought that he 
just mislabeled my x-rays. | have this pendant and a pair of silver bracelets that match the writing and 
symbols. And.. | know | haven't been with anyone in this life, but with me and you.. it wasn't the first time.. 
and.." | looked at James’ face waiting for the signs of disgust or disbelieve or anything that would tell me what 
he was thinking. 


He was still holding me close, not a sign of fear or anything negative in his eyes, but he was quiet. Oh. Gods.. 
this is not good.. this is the end. He will tell me that I'm a psychotic schizophrenic and need to be locked up in a 
institution for mad people. He'll break up with me right here, right now, this is the end.. Oh Gods, what have | 
done? James took my pendant into his hand, looking closer at it, then looked back at me, still quiet. | couldn't 


bear the pressure, | pulled away from his arms and sat up. 


| wish | could tell you that this was all just a vivid dream and nothing more.. but | can't.. You think l'm a 
weirdo or worse.. don't you?" | hit my head on the back of the seat with a sigh and felt my eyes tearing up. | 
just ruined it all.. Oh Gods.. My tears dripped down on my face and the lump in my throat cut off my 


breathing. | covered my face with my hands, but James pulled me back into his arms. 

"Yeah, but you're my weirdo. Fuck.. Alex.. this is big.. and kind of.. cool.. and, well, that explains a lot. Now | know 
that I'm not crazy and you really said my name when | caught your fall in the kitchen, and then in the car.. 
you told me that you missed me." His hands tilted my face up and his fingers wiped my tears away. 

"You're not going to lock me up into the psych ward or give me up to some science lab?" | whimpered. 

"Nope, who am | to know what kind of unexplained shit happens.. and how. But if all this is really happened, and 
you are.. then." He paused, looking at me, then his lips slid into a wicked smirk and he cackled. "Just to think.. all 


this time | was.. um. never mind." 


"What?" | tensed up, ready to hear that he thinks I'm a crazy wacko. 


"Forget it, its stupid” He smiled into his mustache. 
"James, please tell me. What are you laughing about?" | pleaded, feeling my heart pounding in my chest. 
"No, it's nothing.. just leave it.” He pushed my head to his chest. 


‘James! | just told you something that no one knows, not even Meg, | opened up to you completely. Tell me." | 


pulled back and looked into his eye, trying to read his face. 
"No, you'll think I'm a moron" 


"| promise | won't." Oh Gods.. what if he's just trying to laugh it off for now and when we go back, he'll break 


up with me.. 

‘It's just a brainless thought that popped up in my head." 
"Tell!" Oh Gods, he thinks I'm crazy.. that is it.. 

"No, it's rude and dirty." 


"I forgive you in advance. | want to know what dirty, unmannerly thought made you grin like that, and | want 


you to word it exactly how it popped up in your head." 

"You'll hate me." 

"| promise | won't.. James, | need to know, even if you thought something like ‘how did | end up with a lunatic’ 
or ‘wooohooo l'm dating a schizo or if you changed your mind and decided not to take me on the tour.. or if 
you want to break up with me.. please, | need to know." And | need to know now.. 

Its nothing like that at alll Not at even close! | still love you." He kissed my cheek and looked into my eyes. 
"Then tell me what you thought” | whispered, pulling back and bracing myself on his chest. 

"And you really want to know the exact words?" His face flinched. 


"Yes." 


"| just thought that... all this time | was.. fucking a real princess." He gave me a crooked smile and | breathed 


out in relieve. 
"Mnh.. a thousand year old princess." | let myself smile back, feeling my heart slow down again. 


"You look okay for your age, always wanted to try an older woman" The grin on his face grew wider. 


"Perv" 
"I told you it's stupid, but you wanted to hear it" 


"James... you're really okay with all that? | mean.. | honestly don't know what happened.. how it happened. | 
peered into his eyes, trying to read his thoughts behind the joke. He pulled me to him and ran his fingers 


through my hair, his eyes smiling at me. 


"All | know is that we were meant to be together, and it doesn't matter how." His lips found mine and his kiss 


dissolved the last threads of worry from my heart. This is where | belong.. 


XXXVI 


(Meg's POV) 


| told Scott that the payment for the bills was set up to be payed from my banking account and the mortgage 
payment from Alex's, so all he had to do was warn us over the phone about anything out of that range. Scott 
looked at me and in the firm voice stated that he would pay the bills and the matter was not up for 
discussion, after that he became quiet, letting Mom ask questions about the house. While | showed them 
around, | couldn't help but wonder if there was more to their story. | caught a few looks between them, put 


that together with her not giving me a lecture about living with Kirk, and my suspicion grew. 


Of course, | knew she was dating after the divorce from my father, but | knew very little about her 
boyfriends. She didn't volunteered that information and | never pressed the subject. When we came back 
downstairs | noticed that Mom came with two suitcases and a big carry on, a bit bigger size of luggage than 
you would take for a day or two in Vegas. As to prove to my suspicion, she put her carry on by the door, 
leaving her suitcases in the living room and | raised my eyebrow at her. 


"How long did say you plan to stay in San Fran?" 

"Oh, maybe a week, you know, | have so many old friends here, never had time to come here and catch up.. 
Meg, before we go to airport, | think | need another cup of good coffee." She glanced at Scott and he quickly 
excused himself to get his stuff ready. 


‘Mom... is there anything you want to tell me?" We walked back to the kitchen and she waited for the door 


close behind us before looking at me with a guilty expression 

"Honey... I'm in a bit of the situation here.. Scott.. he's.. we're dating for sometime now.. and." 
"Didn't you say he just went through a bitter divorce?" | looked at her and she lowered her head. 
"That's the situation.. you see, we're.. it all started before and.. when his wife found out..” 


"Mom! Please don't tell me you ruined someones marriage!" My voice came out louder than intended and my 


mother looked back at me as if I'd hit her. She turned, wiped invisible crumbs off the counter, and sighed. 


"You don't know everything.. they were apart when we met and.. some times you fall in love and nothing else is 
important.. we just forgot about everything. He made a mistake not making their separation legal and now.. it's 
all over the press.. she claims that | stole him.. lured.. that I'm after his money.. that I'm a cougar! He's only 


ten years younger that me.. she just pissed because l'm older than her.. and.. she publicly called me a relic, 
pointing out that in my greatest movie role | co-stared with an equally ancient shark from the Jurassic 
period.. it's all.. it's horrible.’ She poured herself coffee and turned back to me, nervously spinning the cup in 
her hands. 

"Please, don't judge me.. not you too.. don't be like your brothers.. they're not even talking to me.." 


‘Mom... I'm not.. l'm sorry | snapped at you.. its your life.. But, wow, and you go Mom! Getting the younger 
manl" | tried to joke it off, walking to her and giving her a hug. 


"Don't laugh, you can fall in love at.. at my age. Apparently I'm still hot, but seriously, | didn't know his age 
when we met and when | found out it was too late.." She sighed. 


"You ever thought you're not hot? We're redheads, we're always hot!" | fluffed up her hair and looked into her 
eyes. "Mom..thanks for telling me.. | thought you weren't yourself today. It was unusual that you haven't given 
me a lecture about me living with Kirk." 

"Now more that ever | understand the power of love. Plus, I'm in no position to give you a lecture, | just hope 
you know what you're doing.. He is a rock star, with all that comes with this title, you know.. fame sometimes 
gets into your head.. He's young and.. | just don't want you to get hurt.. He seems like a nice boy..but..” 


"| love him and he loves me." 


"Does he love you enough to resist the drugs or ignore the bare dressed groupies, who have one desire, to 


jump in his bed?" 


"Don't worry Mom, he's not like that... Plus, I'm a big girl, with my own contract and all. I'll be fine, we'll be 


fine." 
"Mother can only hope." She smiled at me and pulled me in a hug. 


"Mom, you can stay here as long as you needed.. l'm fine with that and | hope everything will be fine with you 
and Scott too." 


"Thank you Dear.. we'll see how it goes.. | may stay here until all that scandal settles.. newspapers can be 
brutal sometimes.. just don't believe all that you read." 


"I won't. | know you better that that." 
"Now, tell me what time we have to leave? I'm sure you told Kirk to comeback after we're gore.” 


"He'll be here after nine.." | smiled. 


"Then we should probably get going, it's ten to nine." She winked at me. "Tell him, | like him." 


(Kirk's POV) 


After James left | went on the hunt to get everything | needed. | had this perfect picture of what | wanted in 
my mind and it took me the rest of the day to get everything. Finding a heart-shaped pendant wasn't that 
hard, and the jeweler engraved it right there and then with mine and Meg's initials on one side and Latin words 
‘Semper te amo’ on the other side. Everything was falling in place like it was my lucky day and | felt so exited 
when | finally got to Meg's house. 


After a half an hour of preparation | glanced over the bedroom, making sure everything is perfect. There 
were candles on the dresser, nightstand and the floor, | planed to light them right before Meg gets home. Tall 
red roses mixed with white orchids in the crystal vase on the table by the window. Champagne was on a 
separate stand in the ice bucket, and chocolate and rose petals on the bed. Looks okay.. maybe too cheesy.. it 
is too cheesy isn't it? Shit.. | hope she likes it. | pulled the last smaller rose from the bag and exited the 
bedroom, leaving a velvety red trail of petals behind me all the way downstairs. 


On the table by the front door | left my surprise, wrapping the necklace around the neck of the a cute 
stuffed plush fox that I'd bought today on the impulse because it reminded me of Meg. Words from the Jimi 
Hendrix's song floated in my mind and | smiled. She's my Foxy Lady! | looked at the clock, she would be home in 
about twenty-five minutes, | had some time. | grabbed my guitar, turned the amp on, and started to play in 
Jimi's style, singing out loud. 


You've got to be all mine, all mine 


Foxy lady 


(Meg's POV) 


On my way home, my thoughts were all about my Mom. We were never too close, | always felt that somehow 
| disappointed her, following my Dad's path and not her's. Although she always told me that Hollywood life was 
destructive, unforgiving and stressful, she wanted me to be a part of it. But | just never felt right in the 
atmosphere of fake smiles, fake words, equally fake bodies, make up, make believe lives, and never ending 
battles for a spot light. It wasn't something | wanted, | couldn't be a part of it, | didn't wanted to be judged for 
everything | did, everything | said, every move, and to be ridiculed for my choices of clothes. 


| breathed easier and was happier at my grandparents house and with Mom busy work, | was left there often 
throughout out my childhood. When my father decided to come back into my life, Mom got more and more 


distant. | guess | was her last hope, since my older siblings, from Mom's first marriage, followed their father's 


path into screen writing. Speaking of my brothers, | can understand them, they're in that world and this 
scandal is affecting them harder than me. But go as far as not speak to Mom? That is cruel. Maybe | should 


have a word with them, I'll call them as soon as | get home. 


Lost in my thoughts, | puled into the driveway and saw Kirk's car. Needles to say, my head cleared up 
immediately and | smiled. Oh yes, my baby is here! The brothers and sister talk can wait. The sound of a 
guitar grabbed my attention and | decided to get in through the back door, to surprise him. | carefully opened 
the door, tiptoed to the living room, and stopped dead in my tracks, mesmerized by the scene in front of me. 


Kirk was completely taken by the music, moving to the rhythm, his shirt open, small drops of sweat on his 
chest, hair swinging with his head's movements, and eyes concentrated on the guitar. His boyish voice with a 


hint of made up growl rose over music. 


Here | come 
I'm comin’ to get ya 


Foxy lady 


Oh what a sight! | held my breath watching him, and after the last words left his mouth, he closed his eyes, 
his head dropped back and his pelvis moved forward, pushing his guitar, one hand on the neck of it slightly 
moving it, and letting it vibrate the last note. Oh.. my.. | barely held my moan. Oh God, he's so sexy, its 


unbelievable, unbearable! Kirk opened his eyes, looked right at me, and his face flushed. 
"Meg! Oh." His eyes glanced at the staircase and he breathed out. "You early.. | didn't.. | mean.. um.. hi.” 


| walked to him and slid my hand along his chest, feeling his heart beating fast. My lips neared his face and | 
whispered into his skin. 


"Good thing you didn't do that when my mother was here, ‘coz | would've jumped you right in front of her, 
that was so sexy." 


"Mon. then what will you do on the tour, watching me on stage?" He smiled, moving his guitar aside and pulling 


me into his arms. 


"It will be so hard to concentrate on my work." Our lips met and | pressed him harder to me, the guitar 


released a horse sound and | giggled, pulling away. 


"I think your girl is a bit jealous." | looked at the guitar and covered the strings with my hand, quieting it down. 
"Come on baby, you had your fun, now it's my turn to moan and scream in his arms, we have to learn to 


share." 


"She'll learn to understand." Kirk smiled, pulled his guitar off, his eyes glancing in the direction of the front 


door before coming back at me with a bit of sad expression. 


"Kirk, Is something wrong?" 


"No, nothing is wrong.. you just.. you came in a bit too early.. and.. through the wrong door." He said with a 


shy smile. 


‘Oh God.. did | ruined something you planned? I'm sorry.. do you want me to go back out and reenter?" | moved 


my fingers down his chest and to his stomach and tied to turn in his arms. He gasped and caught my hand. 


"No... if you just close your eyes.. and wait for one second, I'll get everything ready.. it'll only take a minute, 


okay?" 


Closing my eyes and waiting, promise not to pick" | covered my eyes with my hand and felt his lips whispering 


by my ear. 


"One minute." The quick steps on the floor and a few on the stairs were followed by a noise of something 


falling and Kirk's wince. 

"Fuck!" 

"Are you okay?" | almost opened my eyes. 

‘Im fine! Don't open your eyes just yet!" There were steps on the second floor, and a few seconds later back 
on the stairs, and finally on the floor passing by me. The lightest movement of air, slower steps closing in, 
arms wrapping around me.. something soft touches my skin and whisper blew over my ear. 

"Hope you like it Meg.. open you eyes." 

| opened my eyes and the first thing | saw was a cute stuffed fox in Kirk's hands, right in front of me. 

‘Oh my God! It sooo cute! | absolutely love it!!! Thank youl" Kirk's hands moved off the neck of the toy and | 
noticed a small heart-shaped necklace around it. | looked closer, turning the pendant in my fingers and reading 


the engraving on it, a gasp flew from my lips and | raised my eyes gazing into oh-so-dear to me brown pools. 


'| love you forever." His lips moved in unison with mine whispering at the same time. 


XXXVII. 


XXXVII 


(Alex's POV) 


Budapest greeted us with rain, and of course, as Murphy's law goes, | was wearing converse shoes. By the 
time we got to the venue my feet were soaking wet and there was nothing | could do about it. The plane was 
late due to the weather, so we didn't have time to stop by the hotel, and all our luggage was sent there. All | 
had with me was my backpack with my work. The guys started to go over the setlist, warming up before the 
show, Meg made herself comfortable in the corner, going over her bags with her photo equipment, and | 


excused myself to the restroom. 


| found one in the back of a long corridor and perched myself on the sink counter. With a sigh, | took my shoes 
off and peeled off my socks, holding them one by one under the hot air of the hand dryer. My eyes stopped 
on the scar on my foot and my mind went back to my talk with James. Was it right to tell him my story? It 
needed to be out in the open, | couldn't have this secret between us, but.. the ease with which he accepted it 
was a bit unsettling. Did he believe me or just decided to ignore the fact that l'm.. a woman from the ancient 
past? Somehow, thinking about it over and over last night when he was sleeping made me think it didn't sink in 
his mind completely. 


| wish all this was simpler.. | wish | could explain it better, but | couldn't. What happened to me was a mystery 
even to me, it was unbelievable, it was.. it was crazy, and anyone in their right mind would think I'm a nut job. | 
ran my hand over my pendant and looked at the mirror. | am a nut job.. what were you thinking telling him 
everything? You didn't even share it with your best friend, the one person in this world that would at least 
try to believe you. Would she? What would | think and how would | react if Meg was me? Would | believe her? 
| looked myself in the eyes and sighed Me as | am right now, would, but me before all this.. | honestly don't 


know. 


| should just avoid this topic with James, it's said and done, let him simmer with it, let it be as it is. And Meg.. 
I'll tell her later.. much later. If | know anything about her, she would pull me to some psychic, some fortune 
teller or someone who can hypnotize me to get to the truth. She loves that mysterious crap. No.. there will be 
time for that later, not now.. now | just have to let go of the past, both of the pasts, and just live. | pulled my 
almost dry socks and shoes back on and stood up. Just live, whoever you are Alexia Troy or Lady Alexia of 


Chersoness, all that is in the past. The door flew open and | heard voices of someone hidden from my view 


behind the corner of the wall. 


"Have you seen her yet?" 


"No, it doesn't matter.. Who does she thinks she is, taking what | worked so hard to get? Just you wait.. Ill get 
rid of that bitch in no time and when she's gone, I'm going in for the kill. This time he's mine and noth--" 


Two blondes turned the corner as | was making my way to the door and both froze in place. The taller one 
looked me straight in the eyes and her lips tightened into a thin line just for a split second. Then her face 
turned to a smile and she walked by me, humming some happy song. What is this about? Where they talking 
about me or Meg? | exited the restroom and looked in the direction of the tuning room. My mind snapped out 
of the overheard conversation when | saw James holding a smaller man pinned to the wall, holding him above 
the floor. What the fuck? James lowered his opponent when | started walking towards them, his face relaxing 


from anger to a smile as he saw me. 

"I thought you got lost somewhere, was about to send a search party." 

"Is everything okay?" | looked at James, but he was smiling openly, no sight of anything negative on his face. 
"Why? Everything's just great. This is Tim, he's in our security team." 

The smaller guy pulled his jacket down and stepped forward, stretching his hand to me with a smile. 

"Nice to meet you, Miss Troy. I'm working on getting you the VIP pass, so you'll have no problem moving 
around the stage and backstage. You'll need it for a few days, until everyone in the crew knows what you look 
like, so.. so there's no mistake as to.. who you are." 

"Thank you Tim, it's very nice to meet you too. To tell you the truth, this all is new to me, | never imagined 
just how much work all this takes. I'm sorry to cause you any trouble, I'm sure you're very busy. My friend 
has a spare photographer badge with her, l'm kind of her assistant anyway. Would it be okay with you if | use 


that pass for now?" | shook his hand and he smiled again, this time it was a sincere smile. 


"Sure that would work even better than the VIP badge!" 


(James' POV) 

When Alex was gone for too long, | started to worry. | played the riffs on autopilot, when a sudden thought hit 
me. | forgot the most important thing! She would be stopped, no one except for our manager knew who she 
was, and even he had never seen her! Fuck! How could | be so stupid! Oh shit, what if she was escorted out? 
Fuck! | pulled my guitar off and ran to the door, almost knocking Tim off his feet. Just the person | need! 

"Tim! | need you to make a VIP pass ASAP." 

"Is that for the new Edna | saw you with? Mnnn.. she's a babel I'd give her ten out of te--" 


His last words were stopped by my fist. Anger boiled in my blood and | pulled him up by his jacket folds, 


smashing his body into the wall. 


"Her name is Alexia Troy, and she is my girlfriend. And if you want to keep your fucking job, you'll make sure 
that all the crew knows who she is. She will be treated with the respect she deserves and if | ever hear 
anyone referring to her as Edna or anything like that, I'll rip your fucking head off your fucking shoulders. Is 
that clear?" | growled through my tightly clenched teeth, barely holding myself from killing him right here on 
the spot. 


"James | didn't mean. | was just.. you never said." His face twisted in fear. 

‘ls that fucking clear?" | pressed him harder. 

"Extremely clear." He breathed out. 

In the corner of my eye | noticed movement and turned. Alex was walking to us with a worried expression on 


her face, thank God she was too far away to overhear our conversation. | put Tim down on the floor and tried 


to shake the last drops of anger out of my system. Deep breath.. fuck! 


(Meg's POV) 


By the time Danzig had finished his opening, my nerves hit the roof. We came out from the break room, 
making our way through the side of the stage to the bottom of it, the light blinked and went off. My hands 
started to shake and | felt palpable anxiety from Alex. The lights came back on and flickered, a wave of 
screams hit our ears, | looked at the crowd and froze dead on the top of the side stairs. Oh my fucking God.. 
My eyes gazed over the sea of people and a very familiar feeling accompanied by a wave of nausea twisted 
my stomach. Alex gripped at my hand and | looked at her, reading the same thoughts in her eyes. | tried to 


smile and say something encouraging, but all that come out was. 


‘Oh, shit." Followed by a nervous giggle. Tim, who for some reason decided to be our guard, appeared at my 


side and whispered, lowering his head to us. 
"Trust me, you'll be okay. As soon as the boys get on stage, all eyes will be set on them." 


"Good.. never wanted to be in the spot light. Not my thing.. at all” | gave him a half smile and let go of Alex's 
hand, trying my best not to fall off the stairs, following our guard and guide to the photographer's pit. 


"You're new at this aren't you?" Tim smiled. 


"Brand new.. never even been anywhere by the stage. At least Alex was backstage once, with her brother.. me, 


| never.. how many people exactly are here?" 


"Its a football stadium, so it can hold around eleven thousand." 


"Wah... | would just freeze on the stage and most likely throw up." | turned back, looking over the crowd. Fuck.. 


How in the Hell did the guys do that? 


"Just try to stay away from the rails, I'll be right here just in case some dumbass tries to get too close." Tim 
smiled and | closed my eyes, giving myself a small pep-talk. Something | used to do when | was a child and | had 


to join my mother on big camera-filled events. 


Okay.. they're not looking at you, they're not here for you. You can do this. You can fucking do this. Just don't 
look back, look on the stage and only on the stage. Think work, think great pictures, think Kirk.. hot Kirk.. nooo, 
don't think that! Okay, work.. angles.. lights.. where are the lights in here? Okay, so | have to be in the middle, 
that way the camera won't be blinded, | can use the stairs partially for some shots, maybe later when it's 


dark. Great thing the sunset is behind the stage, no accidental glares. Okay. | can do this and I'll be great at it. 


(Alex's POV) 


When the band came out and started to play, | couldn't helped but gasp, seeing James in the completely new to 
me light. He came running out on the stage like a wild stallion, with his hair flying with the wind. Then took his 
stand up front, right above me, and | felt my heart speed up, following the riff that came hammering out 
from under his fingers. His voice took over my mind and | found myself taken completely, astounded and 
absolutely blown away by his strong presence on stage. He was the king, the conqueror, dominant with 
absolutely undeniable power. My mind brought the scene of the battle, in my mind the guitar in his hands 
turned into a sword, and | felt my lips move with a whisper. "My Lord." 


By the end of the first song, | was so overwhelmed that all my emotions were clearly written on my face, and 
| just stood there staring at him in amazed stupor. James looked down at me, smiling, and all | could do in reply 


was whisper. 
"Wow." 


He winked at me, then playfully stuck his tongue out, clearly amused by my state. Meg came out of her coma 


first and pulled on my sleeve. 


"Fuck, they're amazing! Okay, here's the plan, | shoot and hand it to you when it's full, you reload while l'm 
working with the second one, and if | trip and fall, for the fuck's sake grab the camera and not me." 


As the show went on, | was so busy helping Meg that somehow, my own anxiety subsided. She looked 
concentrated on her work and | tried to do my best, reloading her cameras and keeping an eye on where she 


stepped. Multiple power cords stretched by the stage were bad enough, not to mention the mud from the rain 


that stopped right before the show started, but soon all the ground was covered in was pieces of clothing, 
spilled drinks, plastic cups, broken bottles, and something that | couldn't even identify. 


Tim was by us at all times, catching thrown items and time to time shoving eager fans back behind the rail 
The ease with which he was doing it surprised me a bit, he was clearly professionally trained to fight and yet 
he didn't do anything when James was holding him pinned to the wall. Why? What the hell happened between 
them? | just hope it's not the way James usually treats people who work for him. My eyes went back to 
James, who at the time was standing by Lars, his fist roughly smashed into the cymbal and he turned, running 
back to the front. So rough.. so.. | felt a wave of heat rising up from my stomach to my head and pulled the 
sides of my jacket apart, it was kind of hot in here.. | pulled my jacket off and tied it around my waist. 


"Alex! Cameral" | heard Meg's voice by my ear. We quickly exchanged cameras and | stepped back to let her 
get closer to the stage, when my foot tripped over something and | felt myself falling backwards. Someone's 
strong arms stopped my fall, pulling me up. 


"You okay?" | saw Tim's face right in front of me, looking concerned. 
"Thanks! | really have to look where I'm stepping." 


He smiled at me and at that very moment someone's white bra landed on top of his head. He looked up at it, 


crooking one eyebrow, | couldn't help it and snorted, bursting out in laughter. He pulled it off with a smirk and 


threw it back into the crowd. 


The show came to a short break and the band members went back stage one by one. Meg pulled me up the 


stairs to the back with her. 


"I need to change my lenses, hurry up!" This time she had no problems crossing the stage, despite the crowd 


screams. Her working mode took over and everything else was pushed out of her mind. 


In the back, | quickly unloaded films from the pockets of my jacket into one of Meg's bags. James handed his 

guitar to a tech and turned to me. A blonde that I'd met earlier in the restroom walked up to him with a huge 
smile on her face and a towel in her hands. He quickly grabbed the towel from her and walked to me, wiping his 
face on the way. The blonde's smile vanished off her face and she froze, staring at his back. James stopped by 


me, smiling. 

"So, Alex, what do you think? Like it so far?" He waggled his eyebrows. 

It was amazing! You were like Gods, like warriors, like.. just wow!" 

"So since we did good.. can a warrior get a little reward from his Lady?" He hung the towel around his neck, 
then gently tilted my face up to him with both hands and lightly rubbed his lips on mine. | gasped, parting my 


lips and feeling drunk with a sudden adrenaline rush. My hands wrapped around his waist and he pulled me 
closer, giving me a tender kiss. When our lips parted, he pulled his shirt off and smiled at me as | breathed in, 


moving my eyes over his bare torso. 

He threw his tee shirt to the side and | saw it land right in the face of the restroom blonde, who was stil 
standing there and watching us, to my surprise. She quickly pulled it down and | saw her glared at me with 
undeniable hate. So.. she was talking about me. | wonder who she is.. My thoughts were interrupted by James' 
voice right by my ear. 


"Letts see what reward | can ask for after part two.." He stepped back and took a guitar from his tech. Wait.. 
is he.. 


"Are you going like this? Shirtless?" My eyes widened. 
"Yeah, it's unbearably hot" 


"You have no idea." My eyes swept over his figure and when they came back to his face, | saw a wicked grin 
playing on his lips. 


(Meg's POV) 


"So did you get any good shots?" Kirk's arms wrapped around my waist. 

"Mmnnn.. | hope so, I'll find out when we get back to the hotel and | develop the film. It was very hard, you 
know. | tried to get everyone else, but | think | got at least one roll of just you. Couldn't take my eyes off of 
you. You looked so incredibly hot in there, so confident. How do you do it in front of so many people?" | turned 


with a smile. 


"Got used to it, | just let the music take me and everything else just melts away." He moved his face to the 


back of my neck and pulled away with a smile. "Baby, you smell like beer.” 
"I know, | was sprayed with it from the back. | stink" | sighed. 
"Sorry." 


Its not your fault, | should've ask my father more questions, so I'm more prepared. Now | know what | need 
for next time." 


"Like what?" 


"Like spare clothes and a portable shower." | giggled. 


‘Its time." A guitar tech walked up us, Kirk looked at me, then quickly whispered something in the assistant's 
ear. | gave them one last smile and hurried back to the photographer's pit. Seriously, | need to be more 


prepared next time. 


(Alex's POV) 


After the gig was over, we went back to the break room and | basically collapsed on the nearby chair, unable 
to stand a minute longer. My hair was wet and | smelled like alcohol, since many times during the show drinks 
were flying all around, my feet were throbbing, not to mention that they were wet and covered in mud all the 
way to my ankles since it started raining again at the end of the show. | sighed and looked at Meg. 

"| feel and smell like someone mopped a bar floor with me." 

| know! | would give anything for a shower and some clean clothes." She pulled a strand of her hair to her 
face and smelled it. "Yuk! At least now we know we need to bring spare clothing with us and wear suitable 
clothing." She looked at her feet. 

"We need rain boots." 


"And waterproof jackets.” | looked down at my wet legs. "Long jackets, like rain coats." 


"Thank Gods Tim caught me! Can you imagine how | would looked like if I'd fallen into that soup of mud and 
everything else?" 


"Wonder if we can buy some bio-hazard suits." She looked at me with a serious face. 

"| wonder if Kirk likes carrots." | bit my lip. 

"He is a vegetarian, why?" 

"Coz you'll look like one big carrot." | snorted. 

‘Oh youl" Meg tried to stand up, but her muddy shoe slid on the floor and she end up falling back, missing the 
chair. | rushed to help her, only to repeat her move, landing on the floor by her, and we both broke out in 
laughter. At that moment the door opened and Tim walked into the room. 


"What are you doing? Are you okay?" 


"Yeah, we just decided to have a little mud fight." | breathed out, pulling myself off the floor and gave Meg a 
hand. 


"You know there's an after party to celebrate the beginning of the tour, you can perform that there." He 
smiled Me and Meg turned to him with the same stunned expressions on out faces, both breathing out at the 


same time. 


"A party?" 


| looked at my feet, then back at Meg and she returned my look, whispering. "Oh my God.. we look and smell like 
cats from the dumpster." 


Tim's smile grew wider and he opened the door, pulling in two suitcases. "I think those are yours. It's a stadium, 


so there's plenty of showers here. The boys are taking the left side locker room, the right one is all yours.’ 


"Tim how did you.? | think | love youl It's not enough you were so helpful out there, now this!" Meg finally 
stood up. 


"Thank you, Tim. | feel so bad, Gods.. someone had to go and get our stuff from the hotel.. so much trouble, 


just because we were kind of brainless." | carefully walked to my suitcase, feeling awful. 


"Don't thank me, I'm just the delivery boy. | was told to bring it here, show you the showers, and guard the 
door to the locker room till you're done. | think one of the guy's assistants organized all that, that is what 
assistants do, they make sure the band members have everything they need." 


‘Only we're not band members.. | hate to be a problem and extra work for someone. | need to find out who 
that was and make sure to thank them." | turned to Tim. He looked at me for a second with a puzzled look on 
his face, then smiled and opened the door. 

"Follow me, ladies." 

While we walk through the long corridor to the other side of the stadium, Meg in front of us, pulling her 
suitcase, me side by side with our guard, and time to time | caught him looking my way. Finally, | couldn't hep 
but get suspicious of his looks. 

"Tim, is something wrong?" 

"No, sorry, | just.. you're very different from someone with the status of the frontman's girlfriend” 

"How different?" 

| worked for a few bands before Metallica, and band member's girlfriends usually.. well, they usually have this 


diva attitude, you know, they assume that everyone who works for the band also works for them, and look 


down on everyone, ordering them around" 


"Well, that's kind of stupid, why would you look down on anyone? | mean, being your boss's girlfriend doesn't put 
me above you, its not a title, its just a matter of fact and it surely doesn't mean you work for me. Even if 
you did, | wouldn't ever treat you like you weren't an equal” | said that and thought it would be a good time to 
ask him the question that had been bothering me on and off all evening. 

"Tim.. can | ask you a question?" | started, not sure if | should ask James first. 

"Sure." 

"l. | don't know if its my place to ask.. and you don't have to answer if you dont want to.." 

"You want to ask what happened between me and James when you saw us?" 

"It's just.. | don't think James is like that..." 

"He had every right to do that. | was out of line." 


"I hate to think that he treats people who work for him that way... 


"He doesn't. | wouldn't stay with them for two years if he did. It wasn't about the work.. | said something rude 
about you and he was right to hit me for that.” 


"You couldn't have said something so bad that he'd--" 

"| did, and l'm sorry. | assumed you were.. | called you Edna and said some other stuff, too.." 

"| don't really know what ‘edna’ means, but--" 

"In the Metallica family we call pass-around groupies Edna's, and | assumed that you were one of them. I'm 
sorry, l.. | basically called you a whore and I'm surprised that he didn’t kill me on the spot for that. He was 
right to protect your honor. But now that I've gotten to know you a little better, | hope you'll forgive me for 


what | said and we can be friends. l'm really sorry...” 


‘Its okay, you didn't know and you more than made up for that by not letting me fall into the shitty soup that 


was once the ground" | smiled at him and he smiled back 
"So, friends then?" 

"Friends." 

Meg turned the corner and stopped. "Is this it?" 


"Yep. I'll be right outside if you need anything." 


"God, that makes me feel even worse. that you have to babysit us, I'm sure you have other things to do." | 
turned to Tim. "There's a lock on the door, we'll be fine, really. | mean.. | just don't feel right with you doing all 
that for us." 


‘Its fine, l'm happy to help since you girls don't have an assistant." 
"Well, I'm kind of Meg's unofficial assistant, only | suck at it" | smiled. 


"You did great, | would never trust anyone with my cameras, only you. You're my official assistant.” Meg 


smiled. 
"Woohoo! | have another job!" 


Shit... | forgot you brought your work with you.. that book will take a lot of your time. | wish | listened to you 
back at home and hired someone to help us, at least someone to carry all those bags and watch over my 
treasures. God, | was so fucking stupid not asking my father for advice, | could just kick myself for being so 


stubborn" 


"You know, my little brother's just hanging around with me, he wanted to be a part of the crew, so | let him 


tag along. You girls need someone to help, and | would feel better knowing he's in good hands." 

"That would be awesome! The position is his and the payment that comes with it, too." Meg's face lit up. 
"You really don't have to pay him. He's being the go-get-it boy right now for free." Tim gave a shy smile. 
"Well, now he'll have a real job." 

"Thanks!" 


"No thank you! You're like our guardian angel today, solving all our problems!" Meg smiled back, opening the 


door into a big locker room. 


(James' POV) 


A small talk with Tim showed me that | would have to be the one treating her with respect if | wanted my 
crew To do the same, and it changed all my plans. | had to show everyone that she was not a groupie, so no 
fucking in the corners backstage, or showers, no groping her in front of them.. so damn hard to dol | barely 
held myself from running to the locker, where our girls were taking a shower. Just the thought of her 
somewhere naked in a similar locker room, under the water, drove me absolutely crazy. That picture refused 
to leave my head, and the noises from the neighboring shower stall, where Lars was enjoying his groupie, didn't 


help my urges, and | had to turn my water to cold to calm my body down. 


Me and Kirk waited for the girls before entering the stadium cafe, which was set up for the beginning of the 
tour party. After we arrived, walking hand in hand, and our tour manager introduced the girls as a new 
addition to the Metallica family, all eyes were set on us. Everyone was interested to see something they'd 
never seen before, girls with the official status of girlfriends. 


During the party | indulged in a few hugs, a small kiss when we were hidden from view, and a lot of whispering 
‘you have no idea how much | want you' and ‘| can't wait till we alone’ in her ear, making her smile and squeeze 
my hand, with playful sparkles dancing in her eyes. It drove me up the fucking walll There was a lot of girls 
and guys preoccupied with each other, and she was mine, she was there, so close, but.. out of reach. | just 
wanted to pull her to me.. but | battled with my desire and my old ways, reminding myself that she was worth 


every minute of this torture. 


As soon as we walked into the hotel room and closed the door, my lips found Alex's and | pressed her to the 


wall with a low growl, sliding my eager hands over her body. 
"Ohhh... all evening | wanted to do that!" 


"It must've been so hard for you." She whispered, pulling out of the kiss, and | saw a ‘thank you' in her gaze. 


She knows me so well.. how is it possible? 


"It was unbearable.. seeing you there by me and restraining myself." | whispered, pulling her top off and 
throwing my tee over my head and somewhere behind me in a hurry. Our naked skin touched and | felt 
electrical charges of desire dancing their way to my groin. Oh.. yes.. oh, baby.. finally, the reward l'm sure | 


deserved! 
"You did good.. | love you." She smiled, opening the button on my pants and slowly pulling the zipper down. 


"I love you.. too." My body jerked with overwhelming craving for her, and | picked her up in my arms, lowering 
her on the bed. Needless to say, it took me only a few seconds to get all our clothes on the floor in disarray. 
My hungry lips devoured her skin, moving over her body. Her hands ignited my lust, her lips answered with 
passion and | had to shorten our foreplay, unable to hold back any longer. | pulled her on top of me, watching 


her slide over my cock, and growled in pleasure. 


Her legs parted, letting me deeper, and my hands pulled on her hips as | thrust up, arching my body under her. 
She moaned, moving up and down with my rhythm, and | almost lost it right there, feeling an intense urge to 
come. | had to battle with my body once more and hold my movements... oh.. no.. not yet.. | need to prolong 


this pleasure.. not just yet.. Oh, dear God! My hands tensed up on her hips, holding her still. 
As if she'd read my inner combat, she stopped and lowered herself to me, kissing her way to my ear. 


"Tell me when it passes." Her whisper blew over my skin as her lips continued along my face and feather like 


kisses relaxed me into the loving bliss. 


"I think.. I'm okay now.." | whispered back and she smiled. 

"Good, because | want you for a long ride.. it was all | could think of watching you on that stage." 

'So.. you're a fan now?" | smiled. 

"I am.. | loved it.. you were absolutely amazing!" Her face lit up. 

"So... you could've become.. my groupie?" | wiggled my eyebrows at her. 

"Uh! What kind of girl do you think | am?" Her eyes widened and her smile melted into shock. 

"Sorry, | was just kidding, | know you're not like that...” 

"| wouldn't ever except that kind of proposal, but... | would've sooo drooled over you and put you into my dirty 
fantasies." At the second part of the sentence her voice changed into a seductive whisper, and face turned 
from a shocked, good girl expression into a vamp like lustful grin 

"Mmmnnmn.." All| could do is moan, feeling her move on me again. Her body arching when my hands flew to 


her breasts, and slow paced movements submerged my mind into euphoric intoxication. Not a groupie.. not even 


close.. not ever.. 
(Kirk's POV) 


As soon as we walked into our hotel room, Meg picked up the bags with her equipment and smiled at me, 
making her way to the bathroom. 


"Give me a few minutes." 


‘Ohhh... no.. can't we play first, please." | made my best puppy eyes expression and caught her by the waist, 
pulling her to me. 


"Kirk, | need to develop my film. We have all night to play, baby, work comes first.” She smiled, not pulling away. 


| could try and make her change her mind.. 

"Oh, come on.. just a little bit." 

"| don't want a little bit, | want long and steaming sex, but after my work is done.” 
"Okay.. I'll just sit here.. waiting.. needing... all heart broken and sad." 


"Oh, this is so not fair! Kirk, | let you to do your work, now it's your turn to wait." She turned in my arms and 


placed her finger on my ready-for-a-kiss lips. 
"Can | help you in there?" 


"No, that would make it hard to concentrate on the film, knowing you're right here.. within my reach." She 
pulled her finger down and kissed me, heating up my passion. Before | could understand what was happening, 
she pulled out of my arms and closed the door. Fuck.. okay, | guess she's right.. she has a job to do.. fuck! | 
don't want to wait! 


‘It ll take just twenty-five minutes, you have time to undress and make the bed ready." Her voice whispered 
through a small crack in the door. Oh goddammit! 


"You're so cruel.. please let me in.. what if | have to piss? Oh come on.. let me in" | scratched the door with 


my nails. 


‘Oh for fuck's sake! Come in, but you have to promise to obey my rules." She opened the door and | walked 
into the still lit bathroom. 


"You keep your hands to yourself. | need a clear mind in here, can't go all feral" She turned and pulled some 


jugs with chemicals out of her bag, lining them up in the bathtub. 


Mmmmnnhh... hands to myself.. hehehe.. | undid my pants and lowered them, my hand gasping my manhood and 
giving a few strokes to harden it. All ready.. and.. 


"Okay, I'm keeping my hands on myself.. done." A catty smile was plastered over my face when Meg turned her 


attention back to me. 


"Ooohhh.. Kirk! That is not what | meant! You are sooo dead now, teasing me like that.. you just.. you're so.." 
Her eyes were glued to my movements and she moaned, stepping closer and watching me closely. "Kirk. you're 
such a bad boy.. so bad.. you're just.. oh, baby.. let me help you with that." Her hand covered mine, her finger 
sliding over the tip of my cock, and | moaned my victory, pulling her with me to the room. Her lips covered 
mine, my hands pressed her body to mine, and we fell onto the bed. Our hands pulled each other clothes off 


with urgency, while our bodies clung to each other, leaving our minds to dive into intense passion. 


(Alex's POV) 


As James turned me under him in one quick move and sped up his thrusts, my body arched, overwhelmed 


with a another wave of ecstasy rushing through my body. 


Oh... Gods.. baby.. mmnnn.." | breathed out. His lips gasped for air by my neck and his teeth grazed my skin 


before his lips locked on, sucking it in and parted in a growl of his orgasm. 


"Uh... fuck.. oh... yes." His rough voice drove my senses wild and my intense peak splashed in unison with his 


last convulsive plunges. 


"Oh. James." | couldn't help but dig my fingers into his back. He collapsed on top of me, catching his breath, 
and a few minutes later | let him roll off to the side, following his body to lay side by side. He pulled me into 


his arms, still breathing hard and grinning ear to ear. 
‘Oops... didn't mean to do that.. sorry." His finger slid over my neck, still tingling after his love bite. 


"Um... | didn't mean to leave any marks either.. but." | moved my hand to his back. "I think | did.. sorry." Shit.. 
everyone will see it at the next gig, when he takes his shirt off.. | can just imagine the jokes about sleeping 
with a wild cat or something like that. Lars for sure wouldn't let it slide.. dammit.. 


"Hmm.. so we both kind of marked our territory.. hehe." He smirked, pulling me closer. 


"| did it the heat of the moment. your fault for getting me all feral.. wait, you did it on purpose?" | pushed him 
down and moved on his chest, playfully pinning him down. 


"No! It was.. like you said, in the moment of passion.. not marking anything.. don't need to.." He quirked his 


eyebrow at me. "Do |?" 
‘Now, what kind of question is that? Did | give you a reason to be jealous?" | smiled and lightly bit his chin. 


"Well, you were talking a lot to our manager and all the other guys.. you just won all of them over and." He 
started, but | pressed my lips to his, melting his thoughts with my kiss. | let my mouth express my feelings 


for him, and when | pulled back with a smile, he just looked at me and cackled. 


Okay... l'm not jealous.. | don't have to mark my territory.. | really didn't mean to.." His face contradicted his 
words with a wicked smile. Oh you litte.. | know, you did do it on purpose! | can't believe he got jealous, does he 
have the slightest idea just how hot he is? 


"Talking to other people at a party was just the polite thing to do, and your crew members are all guys. It's 
not my fault Zach recogrized me from the dirt bike races, he was just exited to meet the girl who beat his 
brother. You were there standing by me and you were laughing with us! As for Robert, you were the one who 
bragged that | speak all the languages of the countries we're going to pass through! So it was partially your 
fault." | smiled. 


"| was kind of proud of you, | think | was noticeably beaming with pride.. and at the same time wanted to just 
hug you and chase them away screaming ‘minel' Especially Tim, he was just glued to you! And you didn't have 
to be all nice and say yes to Robert when he asked if he could count on your help if there's a problem with 
the translators. You just had to find more things to do.. like it's not enough you're helping Meg." He pouted and 
| smiled, giving him a little peck on the lips. 


"I told you, | hate to be dead weight. And Tim.. James, he did apologize to me for what he said to you and now 
we're kind of friends, his brother will help Meg, so | have more free time to be with you.." | tucked his hair 
behind his ears and lowered my face to his neck. Okay, | must admit, | did talk a lot with Tim.. 

"He.. told you?" 


"I know | should've asked you what happened between you two first.. James, thank you for protecting my 
honor, and thank you for treating me like a lady at the party." | gazed into his eyes. "It means a lot to me." 


‘It was kind of my fault.. he didn't know.. it's all new to the crew.. to me too." His hand wrapped around me and 


| lifted my head to ask a question that had been bothering me since | overheard the restroom conversation 
"James.. is there anything you need to tell me.. before anyone else does?" 

"About what?" He smiled 

"About Evelyn" | looked into his eyes. And please, tell me the truth.. 

"Oh... did she say anything to you?" His face turned to a worried expression 


"No, but | hope you will" | traced my finger over his lips. The truth James.. tell me the truth. | think | already 


know, but | need to hear it from you. 


"She.. she was.. a groupie, before she started helping Alie with the wardrobe." He lowered his eyes, clearly 


ashamed. 


"Only before?" | insisted. | hate to be a bitch, but.. | needed to get this cleared up so there was no coming back 
to this talk. 


"after too, not like the only groupie, but the one that was always there if | needed to." He looked back at me 
and lowered his eyes. So she was your groupie.. did she fall for him and he broke her heart? 


"I think she had big plans for this tour and | spoiled everything for her." And she hates me, despite being all 
falsely nice at the party. | could feel the daggers that were flying from her eyes, thank Gods there was no 


real danger in that.. thank Gods we weren't in medieval times.. 


‘Oh please, like she ever had a chancel Alex.. | was kind of an ass before | met you, she was good at.. some 


stuff, | didn't protest to her working for us because.." 


| could feel that this conversation was uncomfortable for him, but | wanted to know it all and | continued, 


making it easier for him. 


"Because she was good at keeping your bed warm?" 


"That and.. some other stuff." His eyes drifted to the side and it alarmed me.. what other stuff? You were 
fucking her, | get that, but other stuff? Okay, | just have to ask, sorry.. 


"Like what?" 


"Like.. getting rid of the annoying girls who had.. overstayed their welcome.. she kind of chased them away.. so | 
never had to tell them to get lost.. Alex, if you want, I'll fire her right now" He caught my gaze. Okay, now | 
get it! She was his bouncer.. no wonder she said she'd get rid of me, that was what she was doing, to keep him 


to herself! So not a poor girl with a broken heart. 


"Nope, she's a part of the crew, besides.. if you fire her now it would say out loud that l'm the reason and will 
make her believe you take her more seriously than you do. Nope, let her be." | smiled, relieved by the new 


information. 
"Alex, if she ever says or does anything, just tell me and she will be gone in a second” 


Wrong, if you agitate the snake and corner her, she will bite. If | learned anything in the castle walls diplomacy, 
it was that you keep your friends close and your enemies closer. Gods, its just like a fucking kingdom, he's the 
king, I'm his queen, and Evelyn is royally pissed off, cast aside king's courtesan. | know this game well, | saw my 
brother's favorites fighting for a place by his side. Dangerous and full of poisonous smiles game. At least in 
this world, there was no real poisons or hired killers.. As for the rest.. | could deal with that, at least | knew 


what to expect. 

"Trust me, | can stand up for myself, as long as she doesn't mean anything to you, it'll be fine." 

"No girl ever did.. you're the only one, the first and only one | ever loved" His lips enclosed mine and | melted 
into his kiss. | am, am |? He really never felt like this before.. that's why it took him so long to tell me.. Gods.. | 
have no idea just how much he had to change, and he did it for me. Oh James, you are the one | belong with.. 
My Lord.. my love.. 

(Meg's POV) 

"Oh, goddammit Kirk.. now | really don't want to get up and work.. | just want to stay like this.. in your arms." 
Fuck.. | should've at least turned the water on and warmed up my chemicals.. | need to come up with a better 
plan of work. | don't want to miss out on my time with my baby, but! have work to do.. shit. 


"Do you really have to do it today?" Kirk moved his lips on my temple and buried his face into my hair. 


"I do... if | plan on catching up with my work, | have to." | wish | had magical powers.. just one wink and the film 


develops itself and cuts itself, getting ready for viewing, just that, | can do the rest myself. | really should've 


hired a pro assistant, someone who can do this part.. oh, who am | kidding, | would never trust anyone to do 
that! You over-agitate the film when it's being developed and itll will show too much contrast, you under- 
agitate and it will be uneven, ruined. No.. that's too important to let someone else to do it. Fuck! | really have to 


drag myself out of bed and go work.. | don't waaannaaalll 


"Can | help you?" Kirk's lips returned to my ear, not helping with the ‘I don't want to get out of your arms’ 
part. 


"Hm... like you did before? That was some help." | smiled, remembering what started it all. Goddammit, why does 


he have to be so hot! Can't resist that teaser.. 


"No | swear, I'll help this time. Just tell me what to do and I'll do it" He raised above me, gazing into my eyes 


with an apologetic smile. 


"No, it's okay baby, you know nothing about photography, I'll do it myself.. | just want a few more minutes in 
your arms." | slid my hand on his chest, following it with my lips. God, he's so hot.. that skin.. so.. oh don't 
start with that! You'll never get out of the bed if you do. Think about something else.. like.. 


"You only have to develop the gig film right? How many did you take?" 


"Seven, it's not so bad.. | only did the color ones, no black and white, so same chemicals and | have ten spools, 
so | can do them all at once. The film | shot at the party | can leave for later.. or | can just do it now.. and 


print some pictures to surprise the crew." 


"Oh come on! You don't have to, they all loved you as it is! You won my Danny's heart when you and Alex 


thanked him for getting your clothes." 


"Hey, | never thanked you for that." | pulled him to my lips and murmured. "Thank you baby.. you made this 
hard day all better." You have no idea how hard it was for me.. not the slightest idea. Kirk pulled away from 
the kiss and lowered his lips to my collar bone, nibbling on the skin. 


"Now | can make it even better, if you let me help you.. | can't just roll to the side and sleep, knowing you're in 


there working, | promise to do everything you say.’ 


"Kirk, | don't want to get mad at you.. | have a confession to make, I'm a bit.. well, not a bit.. 'm a total control 
freak with my work, just like my father. On one side it's a bad thing, | can bite your head off if you do 
something wrong helping, but.. on the other side, it helped me to overcome my fear of public appearances 
today, | just didn't have time to freak out out there, that's why | started to take pictures at the party.. 
Rodger's introduction brought the spot light on us and | couldn't. | hate to be at the center of attention! It's a 


strong, deep fear that's haunted me since | was eleven." 


"What happened?" 


| was at the one of the multiple Hollywood award shows with my mother.. | went shopping with her earlier and 
| just loved this purple dress, it was so princess like, with ruffles, and red roses at the bottom. My mom got 
it for me, for the awards.. it was the big day, red carpet, cameras everywhere, everyone smiling, talking to 
me.. all those big movie stars, and some people | don't know, everyone was so friendly, complimenting my 
dress.. | had a great time. The next day in the magazine | read what the people really thought.. | was, well, my 
mother was ridiculed for the choice of my dress, they said it was awful.. that someone with red hair should 
never wear that ugly color, that | was old enough to have taste in clothing, they went on and on.. that | looked 


like a cake.. and all that. It was so embarrassing, everyone at school read it." 
"Oh, you poor thing! | mean, what the fuck? You were a kid!" 


"Since that day | have nothing in my closet that even's slightly purple. The next awards, my Mom dragged me 
with her again, to redeem us. This time in a nice, simple, and neutral dress, but | got so anxious, so worried 


about what they'd all think. | threw up.. got my picture doing that in the next magazines." 
‘Oh, Meg.. I'm sorry.. now | know why you're not in there.. trying to be an actress.” 


"Oh no, that life's not for me, not ever! Look at my Mom now, she's not on the A list for a long time, and yet, 
as soon as she got herself into this mess with a new boyfriend, her name is all over the papers! Everyone 
suddenly remembers her, they all just live for a scandal! No, | could never live like that, with someone always 
watching you to see if you pick your nose or scratch your ass to get it on the first page of the next 


magazine..." 
"I do that on purpose! | love to shock people! Fuck what they think! Just be yourself!" 


"| don't think | can ever do that.. okay, enough with the whining, | have work to do." | pulled out of Kirk's arms 
and reached for the hotel's bathrobe. 


If | can't help you do anything, I'll just sit there and play something for you. | promise to sit in the corner and 
just play my guitar." 


"Aaaawww.. you're so sweet, but really, you don't have to, just get some sleep.” | looked back at him and 


smiled. 


‘I'm not leaving you all alone to work" He stood up and pulled his robe on, grabbing his guitar. ls he for real? 


God, he's the sweetest, hottest guy | have ever met, no wonder | love him so much! 


Kirk Hammett, marry me. What did | just..2 Oh.. my God.. did | think that or say it out loud? | looked at Kirk and 
he smiled at me, leading the way to the bathroom. Okay.. | think | just said it in my head.. but | sooo would.. 


XXXVII. 


XXXVIII 
(Alex's POV) 


The chilly night air blew over my hair and | carefully pulled out off James’ arms, sitting up on the bed. 
Colorful city lights in the window blinked under the curtain, flowing in the breeze. | pulled the bathrobe off the 
chair and stood up to close the balcony door, shivering at the chilly draft. Where are we? Oh.. yes, 
Birmingham, England.. My eyes stopped on the view behind the window, another city, another sleepless night.. 
The lights of the buildings desperately tried to outshine the brightness of the moon, losing the battle and 
throwing the last blinks of light to the dark sky, just like me trying to catch up on my work, but powerless to 
do so.. | sacrificed my sleep for the last five nights and it wasn't enough.. How long would | be able to go on 


like this? 


In eighteen days with a crazy schedule, we passed through eight countries and twelve cities. In eighteen days, 
all | got done on Sergey's book was forty-seven pages out of four hundred and seventy-three. Then | finally 
figured out a way to catch up with my work and so far it was working, but at what cost? | was only be able 
to hand-write on the road and in the short hours when the band was in the tuning room. Then the gig, the 
party after, the hotel, and typing my day's work in the bathroom, while James was asleep, then to the plane 
or bus, and repeat. My eyes drifted to my portable typewriter, | got about two hours of sleep a day and all | 
managed to get typed out was thirty-five pages. Times like this, | wished I'd taken a typing class, so | could 
type faster. If | kept going at this pace, this book would takes me forever, and | had another book to work on, 


the contract was for two years.. if | was at home.. 


| sighed and looked back at James, his face was half buried in the pillow, covers pulled aside, bare torso glowing 
in the moonlight. You never can keep your covers on, do you? | smiled and walked around to his side of the 
bed, pulling the blanket over his body and carefully tucking it in on the side. He moved in his sleep, throwing his 
arm over the pillow, and | smiled again. Sleep my Lord, | have to get to work.. l'm not sorry that | came with 


you on this tour, | just wish | could figure out a better way to balance it all.. 


| picked up my typewriter and my backpack, opening the bathroom door and tightly closing it behind me, and 
made myself comfortable on the floor. | pulled my notebook out and turned to the right page. My hands loaded 
the first page of paper in, adjusting it to the needed place. | would give anything for a cup of coffee right now. 
| rubbed my tired eyes, then shook my head in an attempt to perk myself up. My hands took over again and 
typed the title of the next chapter. | stopped for a second, listening to the silence, making sure James was still 
asleep. Nothing.. my fingers returned to their work, and soon | was completely submerged in the strange 


universe of different planets, adventures, and the dangerous world of deep space travel. 


(Meg's POV) 


| opened my eyes and carefully pulled my arm from underneath Kirk's neck with the intention of getting up to 
get some water. He mumbled something in his sleep and threw his leg over my body, snuggling to my side, his 
arm stretched across my chest and | smiled. | moved his hair away from his face and he smiled in his dreams. 


Oh, Kirky, why are you so damn cute? | guess I'm not getting up.. 


My mind returned to the earlier talk with my oldest brother. | understood where he was standing, they were 
in the middle of this scandal, they, unlike me, couldn't escape it. | understood that they blamed our mother for 
everything, but | also understood her. When you fall in love.. nothing else is important, you don't care about 
the age, you don't care what people would say, you're in your own little cocoon of happiness, oblivious to 


everything in the rest of the world. 


| guess for them it was a repeat of the past when Mom met my Dad. He was two years younger, he was free 
and she was in the middle of a divorce with two boys. It took them forever to accept my father, and they 
never called him Dad. They didn't fully accepted me until my parents divorced, after that | became one of 
them and they tried to protect me, taking me with them wherever they went, so | wouldn't be able to hear 
what my mother had to say about my father in the peak of her rage. They lived it before and they knew that 
it hurt. Mother had a fiery temperament, and often said things without caring who heard it and who got hurt 


in the process when she was angry. 


Kirk's arm moved on my chest, pulling me closer, and | slid my fingers along his cheek. Am | like her? Would | 
be so out of control with my anger if Kirk ever left me? Would | try to hurt him back? Everyone always said 
that | was just like her, | inherited her red hair, and her temper.. No.. | don't think | would ever be able to 
hurt him.. what if he cheats on me? | saw those girls eating him with their eyes.. | saw them flashing their 
tits. Those bitches! He ignores them now, when I'm here by his side, when everything between us is fresh and 
new.. but what would happen if we were apart? When my contract was over, when | had to be somewhere 
else, and he went on the next tour.. 


This is just a trial for me, working with the band, for the next step, my father plans to take me to Africa and 
teach me working in the wild, teach me to see and capture the beauty of a different world We will be apart 
for at least half a year.. what would become of us? Would we drift apart? Would we be able to stay in love? 
Would we meet after such a long time and | would pretend that | knew nothing about his girls on the side.. 
would | be able to do that? | mean, | wouldn't expect him to be faithful for so long.. he is a guy, an 
unbelievably hot and desirable guy.. 


Oh.. God.. | can't even think of that without tears! | love him so much.. but | can't just become one of the girls 
who lives off their boyfriend's earnings, | have my own career ahead of me.. even if we get married.. | can't 


just be a housewife.. | would end up hating him for my ruined career.. 


"Kirk. tell me we could overcome all that, tell me you will not ask me to just be with you and put my life on 
hold, tell me you understand, that my carrier as important as yours.. tell me all that, and tell me we'll 


manage." | whispered and sighed. 


(James' POV) 


After rehearsal was over and the girls left our tuning room to get to the photographer's pit, Lars walked to 
me, sipping on his water. 


"James... how's Alex? Is everything okay?" 

"What do you mean?" | looked back at the drummer, puzzled by his question 

| mean.. she's not sick or anything?" He looked into my eyes. 

"No.. why?" What's all this about? Lars closed his bottle of water and looked back at me. 
"James... you said she's.. against drugs, right? Are you focking sure?" 


"What the fuck, Lars? What kind of question is that?" | growled back and Lars looked down for a second, then 
spoke. 


"I just.. look man, unless she's getting a lack of sleep because you've been focking her all night long in the last 
few nights.. I'm assuming it's not so, since you look just fine, or she's focking sick.. she has those dark circles 
under her eyes, she downed five cups of coffee during our rehearsal and still yawned.. her eyes are a bit red.. 
and... she's kind of acting weird.. | watched her and saw her put sugar and creamer in one cup and pour coffee 
in the other cup and walk away, leaving the cup with sugar and creamer on the table." Lars' eyes peered into 
mine. 


"She's working, maybe she was just deep in her thoughts.. like you never did anything like that." 

"She did that twice.. and the third time she used salt instead of sugar.. plus, despite all the coffee, she was 
shaking her head and looked very sleepy.. then she went to the restroom, taking something out of her backpack 
and hiding it in her hand.. looking around to see if anyone was watching her.. and came back all perked up... well.. 


you get the idea." 


"What are you fucking saying? Are you saying she's on drugs?" | barely held myself from grabbing Lars by his 
shirt. 


‘lm saying.. that it focking looks that way." 
"There's no fucking way.” 


‘lm just saying, man.." 


Lars walked away, leaving me with a scrambled mind. What if he was right? Could it be? No.. although she did 
put different color socks on this morning and was falling asleep on the bus.. and | noticed those dark circles 
too.. no.. it can't be. My eyes stopped on Alex's backpack on the chair by the table. He said she took something 
out before she went to the bathroom.. if | just look.. No.. that would be wrong. | can't, this is her personal 
stuff and | trust her... and.. I'll just ask her after the gig. I'll ask her straight what the fuck is going on 


My eyes went back to the backpack, the zipper was open, | saw her notebook, Sergey's book and a spare shirt.. 
something caught my attention and without thinking | pulled out a binder. If you need to hide something, this 
would be the place.. Before my mind caught up with my hands | opened the side zipper and sat down, staring at 
the typed pages. When did she..? I've never seen her taking typewriter out of its box.. she always hand writes.. 
she's always with me and I've never seen her type.. So when did she manage to type all this? Wait. I've NEVER 
SEEN HER TYPE! She's.. she does this when I'm asleep.. she works at night! Oh fuck.. Alex.. how could | be so 
fucking blind! | mean, fucking Lars noticed what | should've noticed first! Fuck! 


(Alex's POV) 


The gig was over and we came back to the break-rehearsal room, waiting for the guys to show up. | dropped 
in a chair and stretched my legs, watching Meg pack her cameras and hand her bag to Brian. Ever since she 
hired Tim's brother as a helper our life got so much easier. He was there to help with everything, taking her 
treasures to the hotel, helping us in the pit, watching for the multiple flying objects during the gig. He was just 
a God send. The only thing that Meg still trusted only me with was helping her reload her cameras, but that 


was fine with me. 


| dragged myself off the chair to walk to the restroom to splash cold water over my face to keep me awake 
as | did all day long, and my head spun around, making me grip at the chair. Today, on the top of all this sleep 
deprivation, my stomach was hurting on and off and | predicted the oncoming, too early and inconvenient as 
usual, period | went to the restroom a few times to check if it was on and refresh my heavy head with cold 
water and the last time right before the gig | sneaked the tampon out of my backpack, deciding to use it just 
in case, the last thing | needed was to be embarrassed in front of everyone. 


| waited for a few minutes for my head stop spinning and let go of the chair, thank Gods Meg didn't noticed it. 
She let her hair out of her pony-tail, letting them to drop down, and looked my way, her eyes met mine and 
she came closer, looking at my face. 


"Alex.. are you feeling okay? You're kind of pale." 


"l'm just tired and | think I'm about to get on the red horse.. just feel exhausted" | smiled, suppressing my 


yawn. 


"You look exhausted, listen | can teach Brian to reload my cameras and help me in the pit, so you don't have 


to." 


"Nonsense! | have nothing to do anyway, and | prefer to be in the pit instead of backstage. | love to see James 
all steaming hot up there! | wouldn't give that up for anything!" 


Meg opened her mouth to answer me when the door flew open and James walked in all fresh out of the 


shower.. and looking a bit pissed off. He looked at me and picked up my backpack. 

"We're going to the hotel." 

"No party tonight?" | smiled, but the smile vanished off my face when he turned to me. 

"We're not going to the party." 

"James... is everything alright?" 

"It will be, from now on it will be. See you tomorrow Meg!" He pulled my arm and Meg gave me a ‘what the 
fuck is going on? look. All | could do is shrug my shoulders to her, before James basically dragged me through 
the door. 

"James, what's wrong?" 

"Nothing... | just.. we're going to the hotel and going to sleep, all night and late into the afternoon. Then we'll 
catch up with the band in Sheffield" James didn't say anything else, just firmly took my hand in his and pulled 


me to the exit. 


What the fuck happened? Did he have a fight with someone? 


(Meg's POV) 


James' behavior puzzled me, and so did the way Alex looked today. She was slow at the gig and looked horrible, 
what the fuck was going on with her? | knew it wasn't the tour, we'd traveled before and she was always the 
one keeping it together. Never tired, even after partying all night.. those dark lines under her eyes and the fact 
that she almost fell, standing up too fast.. | need to talk to her. | got so much into my own problems with my 
family and my work that | neglected my best friend. Honestly, what kind of friend did that make me? A fucking 
bad one.. and James.. maybe they had a fight? No.. he was all smiles before the gig.. something happened 
during the gig. or right after me and Alex left the room.. what could it be? | needed to talk to her.. 


Kirk pulled me out of my thoughts, hugging me from behind. 


"Hil Did you miss me?" The fresh smell of his still wet hair clouded my senses and made me breathe in. 


"Hm.. let me think.. you were in rehearsal for hours, then on that stage for two more hours, so close and so 
out of my reach, so teasingly, unbelievably hot.. nope.. didn't miss you at all" | smiled, turning in his arms to 


see his puppy-eyed expression as an answer to my words. 

"Uh... not even a little bit?" His eyes begged me. God, he's so cutel 

"Well.. maybe a little.. just a tiny bit" | continue my teasing, slowly sliding my hands up his back and to his neck. 
"Tiny bit.. okay, I'll take that. Better than nothing." He pouted. Oh, those lips are just so.. 


"Just enough to do this." | took his lips in mine, pulling him to me. My leg slowly raised up to his hip and as 
our kiss heated up, he moaned, pulling my leg closer and sliding his other hand to my butt. Oh yes.. baby.. | 


missed you.. a lot! | wonder if there was a place in here where we could be alone.. just for a few minutes.. 


(James' POV) 


Throughout the gig | was thinking the best way to deal with Alex. One part of me was pissed off at her, that 
she's chose to work at night, secretly sacrificing her sleep, instead of asking me for help. The other part was 
pissed off at myself for not noticing her state, and somewhere deep inside | knew that if | tried put my foot 
down and tell her once again to quit her job, she wouldn't be the kind of girl who would comply with ease. She 
was as hardheaded as me, and if | pulled the dominant card, she would rebel and possibly leave.. no, | can't do it 


the easy way, no ordering around. 


Plus it's all my fault, | am responsible for her exhaustion, | was the one making her agree to go on the tour, | 
was the one who failed to convince her to let me to take care of her. Me, me and no one else. Alll my fault, | 
have to be the one to fix this.. and | have to do it the right way. So far it was the wrong way.. | went through 
her stuff instead of asking her first, | believed Lars, although | knew better. God, | just wish it was an easy 
task. Alex.. read me, please read what is in my heart right now and make it easy.. just help me start.. help me 


do it right. 


| looked at Alex sitting next to me in the car, quiet, just looking at the window. Somehow the words ‘we need to 
talk’ didn't seem right. Fuck! | couldn't help myself when | saw her standing in the tuning room all pale. My 
heart dropped and instead of being rice, coming up to her and hugging her, telling her that | was worried about 
her and cared about her more than | ever cared about anyone in my life, | acted like a moron, basically 
dragging her with me. Fucking nice start.. okay, | can fix this, once we get to the hotel, I'll fix this. | have no 
idea how, but | hope | can come up with some idea.. we do need to talk.. make her rest first, then talk. maybe 


talk a little, just explain to her how | feel and then.. shit. | have no idea how to start this.. shit, fuck! 


(Alex's POV) 


Once we got to the hotel room | went straight to the bathroom to collect my thoughts and figure out a way 
to talk to James. He was clearly pissed at someone, on the way to the hotel he was all quiet, not even hugging 
me, just holding my hand.. He's not the type of guy who would just bitch at whoever it is he had a fight with.. 
should | ask? No.. better to wait for him to be ready to talk.. he said we were going to sleep.. okay.. | can just 
leave my work for tonight and help him through what ever it is. And if he wants to talk, when he wants to 
talk, I'll be there for him, just listen.. just be there.. 


| undressed, thanking Gods in the process and noticing that my stomach had settled down and there was no 
sight of my period. | slashed cold water over my face and looked at myself in the mirror. It doesn't matter 
that I'm about to fall asleep where | stand.. | did it to myself, not his fault. It's all about my James tonight, he 
needs me. | wrapped a hotel robe around me, not finding the belt, and stepped out of the bathroom. The bed 
covers were already pulled aside and James was standing by the window with only jeans on. Okay.. play first, 
talk later. | tiptoed to him and wrapped my arms around him, kissing his shoulder from behind. 


"| love you." 
He pulled my hands to his face, turning around and embracing me. 


‘| love you too." His eyes peered into mine as his hands slid the robe off my shoulders, letting it fall on the 
floor, and | closed my lips over his, ready for a kiss, but to my surprise he picked me up and lowered onto the 


bed, kissing my forehead and covering me with blanket. Wait.. what the fuck? 
"Now, sleep." His hand gently pulled a strand of unruly hair away from my face. 


"James.. you.. you don't want me?" What's going on.. is he that mad that he doesn't want me? Is he mad at 
me? What did | do? | guess all those questions were clearly written on my face and James shook his head, 


smiling and landing another kiss on my forehead. 


"| always do.. but not tonight. You need to rest, okay? We'll talk later." His hands slid to the side, tucking the 
blanket in around my body. Oh.. no.. what's going on? Those ‘fatherly’ kisses.. he keeps insisting for me to rest.. 
did he figure out that I'm working at night? No.. he never woke up, not once.. | made sure he was asleep.. 


"James, what's wrong? Are you mad at me?" 


"No, I'm not mad at you.. l'm.. l'm mad at myself.. my self-fucking-centered self. Its all my fault, | made you 
come with me on tour, because | wanted you always by my side, and all this time | didn't ask you how you 
doing with your job, not even once. | knew that our crazy schedule leaves you very little time to work and | 
was hopping you gave up and drop it.. because | wanted you all to myself.. See, it was all about what | want.. 
me, me, me. Àlex.. l.. | saw a binder with typed pages.. l'm sorry | looked in your backpack, but Lars.. he.. he 
said you might be on drugs.. the way you looked and the way you acted.. he saw you pulling something out.. 
you and Meg had already left, | couldn't ask you.. and | had to know.. I've never seen you open your typewriter... 


and there was a lot of pages... 


Oh, Gods.. he knows.. oh, fuck.. 


‘It's not your fault James, it's mine.. | failed to realize that | bit off a little more than | can chew.. | thought | 
could do it all and it's my fault for not planing it right... | thought I'd just catch up with my work while you 
were sleeping.. | thought | could do it.. l'm sorry, | should've told you. | was afraid you'd get all mad and ask me 
to drop my job again.. | need it, | can't back out from my promise to Sergey.. and I'm happy to be by your 
side.. | just need to find a way to balance it all." | pulled him to me and he eased down on top of the covers by 


me. 


"| should've heard you typing at night, and fixed this before you worked yourself into exhaustion" He rose 
above me, his fingers traced lightly over my cheek. 


"You couldn't hear me.. because.. | was typing in the bathrooms.. in the beginning | did it in the lobby." | pulled 


away from his gaze in shame. 


"In the lobby? At night? Alone?" Uh oh.. better not say anything about that old creep that tried to pick me 


up... | could already hear the anger in his voice. 

"Just for the first two nights, then | worked in the bathroom.." | looked away. 
"How many nights?" He turned my face back to him. 

"Six." 

"In a row? Are you crazy?" His eyes widened. 

"James... don't be mad." 


"I'm not, not at you, | care for you more than anyone.. promise me, you'll never do it again. We'll figure out a 


way for you to work" His lips danced over my face, landing butterfly kisses. 


"James, all those pages have to be typed.. and | have a lot written, if | could just catch up.. | can't type 
anywhere but in the hotel and." It just won't work any other way.. the typewriter is heavy, not to mention 
loud.. | can't use it on the go or in the turing room.. 


"You'll sleep every night, and that's negotiable. I'll find someone to type it for you, hire someore..” 


"The way | write, no one can read it but me, plus | jump from one part to other, making notes on the side.. it's 


like a puzzle only | can read" | had already thought of that and dismissed it as impossible. 


“Shhh... just rest, we'll figure it out tomorrow.’ He kissed my shoulder, keeping himself above me. This slight 
touch warmed up my blood, and despite my tiredness | felt the need to surrender to this man.. this caring 


sweet man, who got all worked up and worried about me, and missed his party because of me.. oh baby, you're 


so sweet, you deserve a little present. 

'So.. if you're not mad at me.. can we play a little." | smiled, pulling the blanket aside, leaving myself half 
exposed and willing. James' eyes roamed over my chest and his hand slid over my skin while his lips nibbled on 
my neck. | pull him closer, ruffling his hair, and his lips continued to my chest as one hand found it's way to 
my breast and the other slid the blanket lower. Oh yes.. after this | will sleep so much better.. His lips 
returned to mine, sweet and tender at first, but getting more and more demanding. | arched my back, pressing 
myself to his naked chest and he moaned, pulling back. 

"Stop it! You need to sleep, I'm not that selfish, | can wait till you're all well rested” 

"James... just a little bit... it will make me sleep better.." | know you can't say no.. | pulled him back to me, but 
he smirked, getting himself comfortable by my side. His arms returned the blanket over my body and his 


arms pulled me closer, his lips whispered into my ear. 


"Nope, you deserve a little punishment for what you did. Now sleep, just close your eyes and rest.. sleep my 
baby, sleep.. I'm right here by your side and | will find a way out tomorrow.. you need to rest first." 


His voice sounded so soothing, so calming, my heavy mind started drowning in the fog of neverland, and | 


whispered my last conscious words as | drifted away into ch-so-needed sleep. 


"You're so cruel.. but | love you." 


(Kirk's POV) 


"You're so.. naughty.. oh, Meg.. oh, shit.. mmmmn.. someone could see us.." My words came out in gasps 


between thrusts. 
"Monn. that.. just makes me hotter.. Kirk.. baby.. harder." 
"Oh Meg.. oh fuck.. mmmmn." 


"Uh... oh Kirk.. oh.. Yes!" She clenched around me, sending me into my own peak and | burst inside of her, feeling 
my knees giving up. | had to let go of her to brace myself on the wall and catch my breath. 


"You... dirty little devil.. | love you.. Wow.. that was just.. short but so intense, so fucking hot." | tried to catch 
my breath. 


‘| love you too." She slid off the table and quickly pulled her skirt down, leaning against me. Her hands traveled 
to my butt, pulling my pants up. "Now we can get back to the party." 


| closed my zipper, still feeling dazed and looked at her flushed face. 


"Maybe we should stay here for a few more seconds.. by the way you look, everyone would know what we 
just did in here." | smiled and traced my fingers on her slightly swollen and bright red lips, and her dilated eyes 


smiled back at me. 


"Okay, but only if you kiss me." She pulled me closer and | happily complied, melting into the tenderness of her 
lips. My hands found their way back under her blouse and she pressed me closer. If we continued like this, we 
were never going to get out of here.. not that I'm complaining... l'm not... l'm all for it.. oh Meg.. you're so.. 


"Okay, break it up! This is a restricted area, just for the chefs." A tall, bulky waiter was standing in the 


doorway with a smirk on his face. 

‘Sorry.. we didn't know.. we're leaving, we just. um. wanted to.. kiss in private." | stumbled on my words, feeling 
Meg pushing her panties deeper into my pocket and shaking with naughty, silent laughter. Bad girl! So bad, so 
fucking hot.. and all mine.. 


We quickly walked past him with dirty-guilty smiles on our faces, and when we reached the main hall | turned 
back and saw the waiter winking at me with a wicked smile playing on his lips. Oh shit.. 


| turned my head to Meg, making sure she didn't see it. | wonder what she would say if she knew.. 


XXXIX 


(James' POV) 


On the way to the next city and next hotel we came up with a plan that would help Alex to work, at least for 
today. She said she'd try to write more clearly and see if anyone could read it. And as for the parts she had 
already written, it had to be typed by her. | put my foot down this time and she, not without some battling, 
agreed to stay in the hotel one day and miss the gig to catch up. 


The tuning room was somehow emptier without her in the corner with her notebook and | kept fucking up the 
riff, thinking of her, which pissed off Lars a bit. He even made a remark about me forgetting how to fucking 
play without my girl watching, but | ignored him, no reason to fall for his usual ‘brush against the grid’ little 
smirks. Fuck it.. plus he was right, | needed to concentrate. | pulled myself together and after a few more 


songs got back into the game. 


"Okay | think we focking got it.. anything else we need to rehearse, James?" Lars grinned at me from behind 
the drums. 


"Its sounds fucking good." Kirk looked at him and turned to me. "You think it's good?" 
"Great" | snarled at Lars and walked to my dressing area Little danish fucker.. 


Meg and Brian left the room, getting ready for the gig. A few more minutes and it will be on. and Alex won't 
be there.. why is it bothering me so much? | played before without her just fine.. what the fuck? Did | get too 
used to those encouraging eyes below the stage, those kisses and smiles in the small break between songs? | 
know one thing, | needed less booze with her being here, and | noticed | played better when | wasn't hungover 


or drunk.. and | remembered the gigs. 


The show started and went on and | could physically feel Alex's absence. Everything was fine, just like it used 
to be, but it wasn't the same. Every time | looked down and saw Meg, | unconsciously looked around her in 


search for the smile that always gave me a burst of energy when | needed it. Yeah, not the same.. need 


something to drink.. suddenly feel a bit thirsty. 


The last song before the small break was over, and | pulled my guitar, felt it brushing against my groin with a 
little tug. | ignored it and went straight to the cooler, fishing out a bottle of beer. There, need some of that.. 
just one.. maybe a few, just to perk up.. 


‘Oh James, great gig isn't iH? Oh-oh, | think you're about to lose a button" Evelyn's eyes were set on my 
crotch. "I have all | need here.. if you just stay still l'll sew it back on right here.” 


Before | could say anything she dropped on her knees and pulled a needle from her belt. A familiar urge raised 
in my body when her eyes looked up at me. Fuck.. Just as she read my thoughts, she slowly licked her lips and 


smiled. 


"Don't you move, | have a needle here dangerously close to your cock.. | don't want to accidentally hurt it.." Her 


lips slid into a wider smile and she started popping buttons open one by one, looking at me with lust. 

| held my breath and looked away, sipping on my beer to cool myself and chase the long forgotten images out 
of my head. Her just like this on her knees.. lips on my dick.. lusty eyes.. fuck.. Alex, think of Alex.. think how 
much you love her.. Alex would never do that.. would she? She's so innocent.. | can ask her.. no.. what if she 
thinks it's dirty? I've lived fine without blow jobs since | met her.. that slut just had to remind me how much | 
miss it, fuck! 

"There all done, just need to bite this tread off.. sorry | have no scissors with me." She pressed her lips to my 
groin and | gripped into her hair, filled with the unstoppable urge to feel her lips on me. My manhood jerked 
when her face pressed harder to my crotch and | felt her teeth grinding on my growing tension. Fuck.. | want 
her! She looked up at me with her smirking eyes and that snapped me back into reality. What the fuck am | 
doing? | don't want her.. not her! 

| quickly pushed Evelyn away from me, letting go of her hair. "Are you fucking done?" 

"That's all depends." 

"Are you done with the fucking button?" | growled. 


"Yes.. with that I'm done, it's all good.. want me to button you up?" Her hands returned to my groin but | 
stepped back. 


"| can do that myself" You already did the damage, no need for more. 
"Are you sure there's nothing else you want?" 

| want you.. out of my sight 

"Not from you" | wiped my body with the towel and threw it on the floor. 
"Not yet" She gave me a devilish smile and slid her tongue on her upper lip. 


Shit, | can't believe | fell for her little trick.. bitch knows how to push my buttons.. she always was good at 
that.. 


"Fuck you." | growled back at her and she stood up, looking right into my eyes. 


"Anytime, anywhere, any position" She smirked and slowly walked away, leaving me struggling with the buttons, 
trying to close my tight jeans over my bulge. Fucking slut.. got me all hard.. fucking bitch... Fuck! 


(Meg's POV) 


Today's gig almost killed me, Brian did great and could've done more, but | couldn't trust this sweet teen 
reloading my cameras. | battled with myself over it, but the chance, even a slight one, that he would load it 
wrong and | wouldn't know it until the gig is over and | develop the film, or forget that | turned auto rewind 
off and accidentally opened my camera, ruining the film. | just couldn't take that chance. 


So, | end up taking less pictures, since | was busy reloading cameras myself. Needless to say, | felt Alex's 
absence deeply and desperately. James explained to us what happened and why she wasn't here today, and | 
mentally snapped at myself for not being there for my friend, not noticing her condition and not asking if she 
needed help. My friend needed me and | was too busy with myself. Shit.. 


Okay, | can fix this and help her find someone to type for her.. Let's see, there's no one here, hiring someone 
off the street on the road wouldn't work. How about back home? We can send her work there and someone 
would type it and resend it back, so Alex can reread it and approve, no, that would be too complicated. Plus the 
chance of losing her work in the mail.. Mom's doing nothing and she's good at finding the right people.. and she 
can read it, would Alex be okay with it? | can ask her. What else? There has to be another, easier way.. 


| have to call Mom and ask for her advice, then talk to Alex tomorrow.. hoping she wouldn't miss another gig. 
Yep, selfish me.. | really need her with me and | better pay back by helping her. | can also ask Kirk and my 
brothers.. wait, that's it! My brothers! They're writers, they know everything about it, they can help! Woohoo! 


As soon as we get to the hotel I'll call Sam, | have a better relationship with him. 

(James' POV) 

| carefully opened the hotel room, trying to be quiet in case Alex was sleeping. Two thoughts were battling in 
my head. | wanted her to rest more, hoping she finished her work and was getting some sleep.. but on the 
other hand.. | was still feeling horny after that slut got me all excited. The light was on, Alex was sitting on 
the bed with the typewriter between her legs, reading from her notebook. Oh good, she's awake.. but.. she's 
still working.. shit.. should | let her finish her work or.. 


"James!" Alex jumped off the bed and ran to me, wrapping her arms around my neck, and | picked her up. 


"Hi baby, | see you're still working.. did you get any rest?" 


"I finished it! All of it, and started working on more, just typing instead of writing, got four more pages done!" 
She giggled when | pressed her to the wall and pulled me into a kiss, my body heating up, pressing her harder 
as my hands slid down to the bottom of her shirt and | impatiently tugged it up. 


She let go of my lips and smiled. "Did you miss me?" 


"Very much.." My lips returned to hers, demanding more, and my hands pulled on the closure of her jeans, but 


she pulled away once more. 
"Wait... l'm.. you should've taken my offer yesterday.. today.. my period's started and--" 
"| don't care.. | want you.." | ripped her shirt off and pulled mine in one quick move, my jeans went off next. 


"We can play in the shower." She pushed me down on the bed, kissing my chest and trailing down to my 
stomach, making my skin quivered under her touch. Oh.. baby.. are you reading my mind? Can | ask her to do 
that? Meanwhile, her lips danced around my navel and | moaned in response. Oh, baby.. just a bit lower.My 
manhood jerked when her breast brush against it. 


“Shower sound good.. but this, what you're doing now.. is so much better." | breathed out in a gasp full of 
anticipation. Her tongue danced just inches from my cock and | unconsciously gripped her hair lightly, tugging 


her down. Please.. 


| felt her lips smiling against my skin and she gave in to my will, sliding lower. Oh.. yes.. almost there.. just a bit 
lower.. | tucked the pillow under my head, watching her moving closer to my hardened flesh and she raised her 
face, murmuring with a devilish smile. 


"| guess | owe you that, since you had to leave your groupies for me.. I'm just afraid l'm not as good as they 
are.. you know.. | mean, | know how it's done. | just.. I've never done this before." Her lips hovered above my 
shaft, sending shivers through my core. | couldn't help my urge and lifted my hips in an attempt to reach that 
desirable mouth. 


"Practice make perfect.. I'm willing to be your victim.. for traininmmnnn.." My last words drowned in my moan 
when | pushed up, pulling her onto me. Oh.. yes.. oh fuck. 


She pulled up, increasing the suction, and | tightened my grip on her hair, pushing her down. Her tongue danced 
along the side of my cock, bringing another loud moan from my chest. Oh.. fuck.. feels so good.. 


The slow movements became faster as my hands held her in place, while her hands rested under my ass, 
pulling me closer. My breathing sped up and now was coming out in moan-gasps of approval. | was getting lost 
in my overwhelming pleasure. | was getting so close.. | tried to hold on to prolong my pleasure, but she twisted 


her tongue around and that movement almost brought me to my peak. 


"Ohh... fuck.. Alex.. mmnnh.. you have to stop." 


| unwillingly released her hair and she slowly let me go. My engorged flesh jerked in protest and | almost 
pushed her back onto me. She raised her head and | pulled her up to me, gazing into her eyes. I'm crazy, | just 
stopped her.. | would've never done this with any other girl.. but, | want her to enjoy being with me. Oh fuck, 
her lips are so blushed now.. so desirable.. so.. fuck.. Okay.. have to.. cool off and let it pass.. shake this feral 


need.. God, her eyes are so beautiful, so deep.. 
| turned her under me and kissed my way to her breasts. She sigh and curved with pleasure. 
"James.. | love when you do that." 


"Show me how much you love it." | stated to toy with her nipples, pushing them together, sucking on them, 
twisting them between my fingers, while | moved one of my hands to her groin. She tried to say something 
but when | reached her sweet spot she parted her legs with a loud moan. | started to rub my fingers her 
over her jeans, making her grind under my touch. My lips continued to tease her breasts, bringing her closer 


to her release. She whispered my name, pulling on my hair and getting deeper into her joy. 


| moved my lips to hers and let my tongue dance with hers, heating up the moment. She moaned into my 
mouth when | twisted her nipple with my fingers and pushed her groin into my hand. 


"Uh.. James." She bucked her hips against my hand, pressing me harder and | returned my lips to her breast, 


whispering into her skin. 


"Come on baby.. come for me.. show me how much you enjoy this.. | want you to come.." | sucked her nipple in 


and bit on it slightly. 


She griped her hand around my shaft and started stroking me, bringing a growl out of me. Her hand moved 
faster and | started moving my hips into the rhythm she set. She gasped for air when | pulled her nipple with 
my teeth and convulsed in orgasm, crying out her release. 


"Oh... Gods!" Her hand stopped moving and | held my thrusts, letting her ride her pleasure. She took a few 
minutes to catch her breath, then looked at me with a catty smile and stood up on her feet by the bed, 
pulling me up with her. 


"Um.. what are you doing?" 

| want to make you scream, just like you did to me.." She bit her lip and threw a pillow off the bed by her 
feet. Oh, baby.. do | dare to hope, that you'll.. As an answer to my thoughts she slowly slid down on her knees, 
keeping her eyes on mine and holding onto me. Oh yes.. my body shivered with feral need and | gasped when 


she flick her tongue against my tip. 


"Oh baby." Oh fuck.. just the way | like it.. she always reads my mind.. need to be gentle.. remember to be 


gentle.. She crowned her lips on my cock and a wave of strong desire to posses her ran through my body, a 


low growl escaping my chest. 


"Baby.. are you sure.. you want it this way?" As an answer to my question she pulled my hips to her, sinking 
her nail into my skin and sucking me deep inside her. | shuddered, watching her lips sliding over my hardness. 
Her hands got hold of mine and she placed them on her head. Fuck yes! My fingers immediately gripped into 
her hair, pulling her onto me. My tip touched the back of her throat and | grunted with pleasure. 


"Oh... Alex...” 
Be.. uh.. gentle.. oh shit.. oh fuck.. feels so good.. God | missed it! Be.. gentle.. be.. uh.. 


Oh... fuck.. Oh baby." | started to move my body in slow thrusts, watching her lips sliding on and off me, 
every move bringing bewitching joy, but soon | got lost in a haze, speeding up my movements. She worked her 
lips on my cock with increased suction and my thrusts became rougher, my fingers gripped tighter on her 


hair, pulling her closer with every push. 
"Oh... yes..." 


My mind got devoured by my increasing eagerness to get deeper and | felt a heat of ecstasy building in my 
core. All thoughts melted in the feral feeling of total domination and | growled. 


"Harder.. suck me harder... uh, fuck." 


She gripped my hips, working her throat muscles and letting me hit further. A late thought entered my 
clouded mind. | don't know if | should.. | need to pull out before l.. Oh fuck. The thought was gone in a second, 
pushed over by my powerful, unstoppable peak. 


"Uhhh... Alex! Oh.. fuck." | convulsed in release, unable to control my body. | pulled on her hair, driving deep 
inside of her, shaking with the last jerks of my orgasm. She held me tighter to her, sinking her nails into my 
skin and let go of me only when | stopped moving. My mind slowly rose up from the haze and | released her 
hair, trying to slow down my breathing. God it was.. her first time, and she's amazing! Oh... crap.. 


Fuck! | should've held it.. or at least told her that | was about to come.. ask if she was okay with that! | just 
exploded into her.. shit.. does she need to spit or did she..? | pulled her up, feeling guilty about my deed and she 
smiled at me. 


"My mouth and my throat.. it's all tickling." 


"Sorry. | should've asked if you were okay with that." | grabbed a can of soda off the night stand and quickly 
handed to her. "Here, that should help." 


Fuck.. | should've asked her.. what if she hated it and never does it again? Shit.. 


She took a few sips and rinsed her mouth, then smiled at my worried face. "I didn't know before.. doesn't taste 


bad, just tickles.. so, lm okay with that." 


"Oh God, Alex, you are the best! | love you.. you just.. you read me and know exactly what | want.. how do you 
do that?" 


‘Maybe | wanted that too.. | saw it once, not like perving or anything.. my brother left a tape in my house.. | 
didn't know what it was." She lowered her eyes, bit her lip, then looked back at me. "I'm guilty of watching it, 
not all of it, just the part he left it on.. and.. | must admit it got me so hot.. | wanted to try it ever since.. now 
| know, | do like it.” 


"Alex, you're my Goddess! Fuck! I'm the happiest guy in this world!" 


XXXX 


(Alex's POV) 

| was standing with the wet pages in my hands, barely holding back my tears. This didn't just happen.. it's all 
ruined.. all of it.. months of work. I'll never catch up now, doesn't matter now many nights | stay awake, or 
how many shows | miss.. It will take forever.. and no one can read it now.. no chance of just giving it to be 

retyped.. | have to start from scratch! 


‘I'm sorry." Evelyn stood up in front of me, handing me few wet papers she picked up from the floor. 


"Oh shit.. Alex, oh my God! Just don't cry, okay... we'll fix it.. I'll help, shit.." Meg straightened up with coffee 


stained pages in her hands. 


"| didn't see you.. I'm sorry." Evelyn grabbed wet papers from my hands and put them on the table, trying to 
straighten them up. 


"No don't!" With a bleeding heart | saw them rip under her hands. 
‘Oh, no.. l'm really sorry." She stepped back 
"Its okay.. | should've watched where | was going.” All ruined.. Oh Gods.. 


"Run along now, Evelyn, we got this, you already did all you could, so run along" Meg glared at the blonde until 
she stepped back and walk to the other side of the break room. 


"Hey!" James walked in and his face turned angry at the sight of tears in my eyes. "Alex, are you okay? What 
the fuck happened?" He looked at the mess on the floor and back at me. 


"Accident... now it's all.. | have to.. retype it all." | couldn't hold my tears any longer. 
"Oh no." 
"What the fock?" Lars barged in and stopped at the edge of the puddle. 


"Train Evelyn ran over Alex with a coffee pot” Meg stated with a ‘I just know she did it on purpose! look. | 
glanced at Evelyn, who now was wiping the floor with paper towels. She looked at James with a guilty face. 


"It was just an accident. | was walking and reading.. pure accident" | looked back at Meg and she smirked ‘yeah, 


right. 


"Its not her fault, | wasn't looking where | was going." | continued, turning James’ attention back from the 


worried blonde. 

"| guess she wasn't looking either... too busy staring at the coffee." Meg hissed 

"Meg, stop that: Really, its my fault" | caught a ‘thank you' smile from Evelyn as she stood up. 
‘Im really sorry.. | should've watched too, but the coffee pot was heavy and full." 

"Is a miracle no one got burned” Meg smirked, 


"Thank God! Baby, it's okay.. we'll figure out something.. don't cry." James hugged me, wiping a tear off my 
cheek. 


"We just did, my brother had a few helpful suggestions. It would've work great, now.. it's a set back. | wish | 
knew how to type faster, but with my two finger technique, itll take forever." Meg sighed. 


"Can you just focking dry it up and hire some one to retype it?" Lars looked at the pile of wet papers. 


"No.. it's stained and ripped.. I'll just.. I'll just do it again." | freed myself from James’ hug and swiped the ruined 
pages into a waste basket. 


As they dropped down, my heart dropped with them. What was | thinking, taking a job like that, when I'm away 
from home? Oh Gods.. | can't back out on the contract, and James will be hurt if | leave the tour.. | looked at 
him and he shook his head, reading my mind. 


"We'll figure out a way.. | promise." He squeezed my hand with a plea in his eyes. 


"What's all the fuss about?" Alie, the wardrobe mom, as boys called her, stepped from behind James and 
looked down. 


"Alex's work is ruined.. everything she typed so far is gone" Meg sighed. 

"You still have the original writing, right?" Alie glanced at the waste basket. 

"| do.. Ill just start all over." | finally stopped crying. | can do it, | just have to work harder. 

"All you need is the typing? It's not a big deal, certainly not the end of the world, how many pages?" 


"Fifty six.. front and back..." 


"I can type that in 3-4 days, depends how much time I'll have." 
"Wow! Alie that would be great!” James face lit up, but | lowered my head. 
"The way | write.. it's all.. lim the only one who can read it." | sighed and looked back at Alie's smiling face. 


"Not a problem. You can read it to me and I'll type. | was a secretary once, | can type as fast as you talk" 


"But you have a job to do.. | mean.. it's extra work." | couldn't believing how my luck just turned. 
"With extra pay. Alie, ask any price, I'll pay it" James interrupted my mumble. 


"Then it's a benefit to both sides. Alex, just do it the way my ex-boss used to, dictate it on tape and I'll type 
it up. That way we both can do it at our free time, and everyone will be happy." 


"Alie, you're a life savior! | don't know how to thank you for this.” 
"No problem, plus | like to read a good book, what's this one about?" 
‘It's a space adventure." 


"Good, | like adventures. So, get the tape ready and I'll start working." Alie smiled and right behind her | saw a 
blue-eyed evil glare. She did do it on purpose! 


"Thank God.. for a second there | thought you'd say you'd go home.." James turned me to him and | wrapped 


my arms around his waist. 


"| promised to be with you through the whole tour, and | never go back on my promises, no matter what" | 
said a bit louder than needed. You got it bitch? You're not going to get rid of me that easily, | have my eye on 


you from now on. 


XXXXI. 


XXXXI 
(Meg's POV) 


We walked out from the store and my eyes stopped at the small cafe on the other side of the road, my 
stomach immediately answered with a loud growl. Oh.. right, no breakfast. We left in a hurry, while the guys 
were still asleep, Alex insisted that she had to be the one buying the recorder. She just couldn't let James pay 
for it, can't say | fully understood her pride, but she was always like that, she hated when she owed anything 
to anyone. My stomach growled again as we crossed the road and my feet turned themselves, closing to the 


smell of food. 
"How about some breakfast?" My eyes slid on the pastry goodies in the window showcase. 
"But we need to come back before the guys wake up." Alex's eyes joined mine. 


"Please, like you've ever seen either of them up before noon, it's only ten now, we have plenty of time. Plus, 


when was last time it was only the two of us out?" 
"You're right, breakfast it is!" 


We made ourselves comfortable at the table outside, and Alex breathed out with ease, pulling the voice 


recorder out of her bag. | couldn't help but smile. 


"I can't believe how everything turned out. | mean, that bitch is probably biting her elbows right now. Her evil 
plan back fired and worked out in our benefit! Maybe we should thank her." | smirked. 


"I know! If she wouldn't have spilled that coffee, we would've never found out that Alie can type. Now all | have 
to do is read into this and that's all, at least for the parts I've done. | can't believe | tried to protect Evelyn, 
thinking you're just mean to her. until | saw her evil glare. How did you know she did it on purpose?" Alex took 


a cup from the waiter and took a long sip. 


"Well, one bitch can see the other a mile away. Your problem is that you're too nice and think people are nice. 
Me, | grew up in the snake pit called Hollywood, | saw that ‘smile-smile-knife to the back-die bitch, die’ thing 
every day. | know what people capable of doing to get their way, or to get what they want. Not all of them, 
there's a few aliens like you, thank God" | opened my cup and emptied a few sugar pockets into it. The sweeter 


the better. 
"You're not like that either, you would never sink to that level!" 


"| would never act this way, no. But | would think of ways to get what | want.. not a sneaky-smile-coffee- 


spilling way, but | would have a few low thoughts floating in my head, and I'll have a few violent ones too." | 


closed the cup and played my eyebrows at my friend. 


"You can't count thoughts, what's important is you would never do anything like that. All! know is some day, 
somewhere, we'll all pay for our deeds. Sometimes payback is immediate, like yesterday. Her dirty deed turned 
into my advantage." Alex put her recorder back into the bag and reclined with the coffee cup in her hand. 


"Yep, karma is a bitch, plus it all just proved my motto once again. Everything happens for a reason, good or 
bad, there's a plan for every little thing." | salivated at the sight of a croissant on the plate that waiter placed 
in front of me and was about to sink my teeth into the heavenly softness when Alex lowered her coffee cup, 


looking at me. 
"Who's plan?" 


"| don't know, the universe.. something eternally wise, a higher power, God, or whatever you believe in. Some 


powerful entity." 


"Well, | don't know about the bad part.. | can't see a reason for pain and suffering, for childrens‘ deaths.. seems 


like a very cruel entity to me." 


"We just can't see the bigger picture, the whole plan. We're too busy feeling sad, but later, we realize there's 
something good coming out of it” | pulled my plate closer. Oh... it looks soo good.. 


‘lm not convinced, care to elaborate?" Alex smiled at me and | sighed, glancing at the fresh goodies on the 


plate. Fuck.. why did | start all this, Alex knows | can't eat and talk, she so does this on purpose! Oh you litte.. 


"Well, take us as an example. Your mother died when you and your brother were born, thus, leaving you both 
in the hands of a military bound father, who couldn't take you with him all the time. But luckily, you had loving 


grand parents." 


"| don't see where you're going with that, but continue." Alex sipped on her coffee with a wicked smile, 


watching me swallow. Ooooh youll! I'm so hungry, | can't think straight.. okay, where was |? Oh..yeah, us. 


"My parents divorced and | couldn't stand the atmosphere of Hollywood, where my mother and my siblings 
thrived, thus, also ending up in my grandparents’ house, which was just few miles away from yours. We were 
both the same age, we both went to the same school." 


"So the grand plan was for us to find each other and become best friends?" 


"That, and there's more to it. Can you imagine if we didn't meet? | would've died in that cave that | got stuck 
in if you weren't with me when we were eleven And you would've probably ended up dating that Roy guy if | 
didn't talk you out of it, thus we wouldn't be here, in London, right now, with awesome boyfriends, eating, or 
attempting to eat, these heavenly fresh baked goodies.’ 


"So, the master plan was to.." 


"To shut up and eat! | can't think clearly right now, all my brain cells drowned in drool! I'll explain it better 


later." My teeth sunk into soft pastry and | moaned out loud. "Ohhh... this is soooo good!" 


"| didn't know you were such a material girl! All that to just place us in this cafe and let you stuff your face?" 
Alex giggled, taking a bite out of her croissant, her eyes rolled and she moaned. 


"Oh... Gods! | take it all back.. it's amazingly good!" 


(Alex's POV) 
Meg put more sugar in her refilled cup and eased into the chair with a satisfied smile. 


"Anyway, as | was saying, everything happens for a reason and there's signs everywhere, we're just too busy 
with our lives to read them properly or to understand the meaning of them. Every person we come in contact 
with leaves a mark on us. l'm not talking about random people who walk by, l'm talking about the ones who 
change our lives one way or another. Or the ones who connect us to something or someone in the future, like 
markers, you know. Like when we met Cliff, we didn't know at that moment that our would-be boyfriends were 
right there that day, with him! That summer in eighty-six, remember, when we celebrated our freedom from 
classes? Can you imagine if we met them back then? But, we didn't, ‘cuz it was the wrong time. | was dating 
that piece of shit Drake and you probably wouldn't even look at James that evening, you were so upset.. it was 
like it wasn't you, you know.. whatever that guy at the bar told you, it changed you. You never told me what 
he said, you just.. changed. It was you and not you.. " 


Meg's words woke up my memory of that evening. You have no idea how right you are my friend.. and I'm 
guilty of keeping this big secret from you for so long.. Oblivious to my thoughts, Meg picked crumbs off her 


plate and continued. 


"| mean of course it was you, but somehow, you just.. | don't know, changed, and | tried to ask you what 
happened, but you just closed up. | mean, sure we went on that trip to Europe and everything seemed to be 
okay later, but.. | don't know how to explain it.. even pictures | took of you that summer were like a different 
person.. somehow deeper, wiser.. but lost. And after we came back, it was like you were chasing something.. 
trying to find something.. like you were challenging death itself.. and then, you met James. He was at the right 
place at the right moment to pull you out of that creep's hands and out of your depression.. See how the 
universe works? The right time and a plan for everything. And I'm still hoping that one day, you'll tell me what 
happened.. when the time is right." 


‘lm sorry | hid it from you.. | just.. | was afraid to tell anyone what really happened." | sighed and lowered my 
head. Meg's hand landed on mine. 


“Alexia, whatever it is.. you can tell me. He didn't tell you how and when we're going to die, did he? | mean, that 
would be the only thing | don't want to know.. but if you know it.. | hate for you to carry that burden alone 


and--" Meg scanned my face and | sighed again. 
"No, it's nothing like that." 
"Oh thank God! I'm not pressing... tell me only if you're ready." 


| should've done it a long time ago.. | was just.. its big and complicated and | didn't know what to think of it 
back then, but now.. | believe it's the right time to tell you, right here, right now." 


Meg listened to my long and detailed story, interrupting me with questions, gasps, laughs, and a few head nods. 
| started at the beginning, when we met for the first time and became friends. When | got to the part of 
meeting Kirk, she almost melted, and as | described the way he looked, | saw her eyes turning bleary. Knowing 
my friend, | knew that she was imagining him in those leather pants, with a sword at his side and possibly on 
the horse. With a smile, | let my friend savor his image. 


‘Oh... my. God.. Alex, that would've been a sight to die for.. | mean, sword and all.. he's hair floating in the wind, 
when he rides a horse.. that smile.. and did | mentioned the sword? Oh, yeah.. baby.. Okay, I'm done drooling, 


please continue." 


The gates in my mind opened and the story flowed out of me, it was like | was reliving all those days and 
years of my other life with my best friend. At the beginning | still questioned my decision to open up to her, 
but as | continued, | felt the mountain of a heavy burden slowly lifting off my shoulders. When | finished, | 
knew it was the right decision, the right time, the right everything. 


Oh... my.. God.. | can't believe you dealt with this alone, it mustve been terrible! | would've helped you through 
it! But seriously.. this is soo wicked! | mean.. wow.. and Kirk and James same as here. now.. just wow." Meg was 


looking at me with wide opened eyes. 


"| was afraid you wouldn't believe me.. think I'm crazy.. l.. | did leave one part out.. when | was.. transported 
here the first time and we met.. and talked.. you didn’t believe me.. you said it was all in my head, like a dream, 
too much studying history got into my head. That's why, when time took me back to that bar, | decided not to 
tell you." | lowered my eyes and a small barely there wave of doubt rose up in me. Did she truly believe me 


now? 


"Back then.. | honestly don't know how | would take it, but now.. | mean.. Alex, this is so big.. | mean. really.. 
wow.. Oh my God! Gods.. is that where that word came from? Oh, wow.. | mean, it's just.. mother of holy fuck!" 
Meg was looking at me with an astonished expression. Okay.. | think it's finally sunk into her mind.. and now... no 


way back.. 


"You don't think l'm a psycho?" | looked up at her, reading the answer in her eyes. 


"What? Fuck no! All this just proves my belief, that we live multiple lives, reborn or reincarnated! How else 
would you explain that some people you meet repulse you almost immediately even if you've never seen them 
before, you just feel it, they are enemies, and others pull you like a magnet, make you feel like you've known 


them for ages!" 
"We did hit it off from the first day we met.. in both times.." | smiled with relief and Meg turned serious. 


"It means that time surrounds us, that the past and future are just an invisible barrier away from each 
other.. time travel is possible and paradox is a real thing, but time protects itself from it.. making a loop.. a 
small loop, until it rewinds itself and sets everything straight.. and the events that happened in the loop get 
erased.. but time travel is possible nevertheless." She looked at me with amazement. 


"| guess I'm living, breathing proof of that." 

"What if that guy did hypnotized you and awakened the memory of your past life? No.. that wouldn't explain 
the bracelets, scar, and pendant. not to mention that other thing.. so your body from the past traveled 
through the barrier here in this time and the other you took your place there.. and got killed instead of you.. 
you had no place in the past and you had to come here.. since here is where you were alive.. and the minds 
got smashed into one body somehow.. fuck.. okay, now | made my head hurt" She rubbed her forehead. 


“Trust me, | tried to explain it, it almost made me crazy.. so | just accepted it, it's easier that way." 


"All | know is that we have to keep it a secret, if a word ever gets out, you will be locked up in some secret 


medical facility for tests. You didn't tell anyone did you?" 


"| did.. | told James, right before the tour started" | lowered my eyes again with guilt for the fact that | 
chose to trust him before | trusted my best friend. 


"What did he said?" 


"I don't think it completely sunk in.. he was shocked for a second, just like you are, and then.. he just joked 


about my age and that he's.." | smiled remembering his reaction 

"Let me guess, since he's a guy, he probably said something about sleeping with royalty." Meg smirked. 

"His exact words were, ‘I'm fucking a princess'." | snorted back 

"Yep, typical guy thing to say. But seriously.. lim having breakfast with a real princess.. wicked." Meg's eyes 


widened again and she looked at me as if she saw me for the first time in her life. | reached to her hand, 


squeezing it. 


"Meg, it's me, just me.. in part I'm the same me you knew all those years, it's just.. like its two of me.. fuck.. 


now my head hurts too." | rubbed my forehead, feeling a small pin of a migraine hitting my temple. 


"Okay, let's stop talking about it. We'll just accept it as it is, the best plan God, or whoever it is up there, ever 
came up with. l'm sure there's a reason for it to happen this way. | mean, there has to be." The waiter came 
over, refilling our cups and we quieted down, waiting for him to leave. As soon as he stepped back into the 


cafe | continued. 


"Well, | think | know.. | was in love with James, before | met him here.. if that would've not happened, | would've 
never went out with him in this life. You know how | felt about all rockstars. So.." | made a gesture, waving my 


arm in the air, and Meg caught up, finishing my thoughts. 


"So, the plan was to bring you two together in this life, making you relive your past life in a loop, so that 


history wouldn't change, and then connecting everything in him, so you went against your repulsion!" 
"We're meant to be together. So are you and Kirk" | smiled. 


"And all that takes us back to the my original point. We're meant to be sitting right here right now, in this 
cafe, all the events, some absolutely wicked, brought us here at this point. See, | told you sol" Meg smiled with 


a victorious grin. 


"| don't think this is the highlight of all prior events.. | mean, it's just a cafe on the side of the road.. not much 


meaning to this." 


“That because we can't see or read the signs around us! There has to be something here.. something 
important.. something that brought us here at this moment.. let's see, the name of this cafe is." She looked 
back at the sign reading it out loud. "Sacred Cafe. We need to remember this name.. maybe one day we'll get it. 
or remember the name of the street.. where the hell is it?" She turned on her seat, looking around. "We 


crossed Carnaby street and now we on.. Ganton.. anything sounds familiar to you?" 
"Meg, we need to go back to the hotel, we have no time to look for signs right now, its noon already." 


"Really? Okay, let me pay and we'll go, don't want to make this nice cafe a sign of our first fight with our guys 
for leaving without telling them." 


(Meg's POV) 


We passed a few stores on our way back to the underground station and | couldn't help but think of the story 
Alex had just told me. It was big.. huge.. some may say unbelievable, but | was sure it was true, and it 
explained a lot. Her sudden barely-there-but visible to me-change, her new words, like that Gods thing, her 
struggle.. this seeking of something.. And all this time she'd hid it from me.. going through that alone. My mind 
took me back to the summer of eighty-six and | wondered if | had been so accepting of her incredible 


adventure back then, before | knew Kirk, before | felt and fully believed that what they called ‘love at first 


sight actually exists, before | witnessed and felt it myself.. Yeah.. back then | would've questioned it all and 
pulled her to numerous psychics and fortune tellers, take her bracelets and pendant to the museum to verify 
their origin.. nope, it wasn't the right time for me to know.. now it is. It's unbelievable how the universe works 


sometimes! Right time for everything.. 


A sudden gust of wind invaded my thoughts, making me look up, and | saw the gray London sky, heavy with 
dark clouds right above us. When did it?.. It was somewhat sunny just a minute ago.. 


‘Oh great, | forgot my umbrella" Alex sighed. 


"Shit... | hate this city, two types of weather: it's raining or its going to rain" As an answer to my words, the 
few first drops hit the pavement, making us speed up. Heavier drops followed shortly after, chasing us to the 


doorway of a small shop. 


"Fuck! This is too much, lets get in and wait a little, maybe we can get an umbrella in here." | pushed Alex 


through the door and we stepped in. 


"| doubt that.. wrong kind of store." Alex's eyes roamed the jewelry counters while | shook the rain drops off 


my jacket before looking around. 
"Well, at least we're out of the rain" | watched Alex making her way around the glass display cases. 


"Ladies, what can | help you with?" A tall owner stepped out from the back door, glancing at us and opening one 
of the shelves in front of Alex, placing something on display. Before | could answer, | saw Alex's face turn pale 


as a wall, and she gripped at the counter, looking in front of her with widened eyes. 


"This.. where did you get this?" Alex's voice shook and | stepped closer to see what made that big of an 
impression on her. In the middle of the display there were a few silver pendants, | didn't see anything that 
impressive, nothing that would call for the reaction she'd had. 


"Which one are you talking about?" The owner smiled at her. 
"The one you just put there.. where did you get it?" 


"The Wolf? | just made it. Just finished polishing it few minutes ago. Nice work isn't it? I'm kind of proud of it." 
Owner looked back at the display. 


"Where did you get the.. idea for it?" 


It came to me at the British museum, kind of a weird story. | took my nephews there, they had a blast and | 
was bored, | sat down waiting for them to get enough, and dozed off on one of the seats. My nephews woke 
me up and | had these two clear designs in my head. | drew them both as soon as | got home, the other one 
was too complicated and kind of not my style, but this one was just right” The owner closed the case and 


leaned over the counter. 


"How much do you want for it?" Alex searched her pockets, not taking her eyes off the pendant even for a 


second 
"| didn't think of a price.. | don't even know if Im willing to sell it just yet" 

"l pay you.. lll give you everything | have on me right now!" 

"Alex, what's so important about it? | mean, yeah it's cool, but really, not your kind of jewelry." 


"Meg.. you don't understand.. this is the sign you were talking about! The meaning, the reason why we're here! 
This is the same, the exact same pendant that James.. the viking James hadl" She pulled her money out, 
counting the bills. She looked up with sad face. "I only have thirty four pounds.” 


"Really?! Oh, this is sooo wicked.. | told you, there's a reason for everything! Okay, wait.. | have.." | turned my 
pockets out, pulling everything | had in them. "Eighteen. shit, this is the time | wish | could go back and not 


spend so much on the damn food!" 


"Will you sell it for forty four pounds?" Alex's voice came out in a whisper, her hands shaking as she pushed 


the money on the counter. 


"| don't know if | want to sell it at alll | mean, it's one of a kind.. | want to keep it here for now, so, no, no deal 
little ladies." The owner stepped back and | stepped closer and pleaded with the best puppy-eyed expression | 


could come up with. 
"But you can make more, right?" 


Please, it's very important to me.. it's the reason for everything, why we're here in this store, the reason 
why it started to rain at exact moment we passed it! The reason why you came up with the design and made 
it! It was all meant to happened.. don't you see it? You made it for me, for him, for us!" Alex nervously pushed 
her hair back and tugged on the chain of her pendant, making it jump out from under her blouse. Nice going 


Alex.. now he'll kick us out, thinking we're crazy.. 

The owner of the store looked at us and for a second, his lips moved and the letter N was ready to leave his 
mouth when he glanced down at Alex's pendant, something changed in his eyes. He looked back at her face, and 
pulled the wolf pendant out of the display case. 


"| don't know how.. it's all just too weird.. take it, it's yours." 


‘Oh, Gods! Thank you, thank you so much!" Alex grabbed the pendant and twirled, holding it in front of her. | 


turned back to the owner who was looking at her with a mystified look in his eyes. 


"Can | ask you what made you change your mind?" 
He turned to me with a puzzled expression, then looked back at Alex. 


"The other design.. she's wearing it" 


XXXII. 


XXXXII 


(Kirk's POV) 


| turned in the bed, slowly dragging my face on the pillow and stretched my arm to the other side in search 
of warmth, but my hard slipped over empty covers. Oh.. how did she get so far.. | pulled myself from one 
pillow to the other and felt the edge of the bed. What the hell. she's up already? | moved my head, barely 
opening one eye, and looked at the clock on the night stand. Twelve thirty-six.. fuck. so early! 


"Meg! It's so not fair to deprive me of our morning cuddle! What are you doing up?" My voice came out 


muffled by the pillow. Silence as an answer to my question made me turn onto my back and open both eyes. 
Meg?" 

Nothing.. What the fuck? | sat up rubbing my eyes, yawned, and slid my feet off the bed. Where the hell? 
'Meeeeg! 


The faint sound of water reached my ears. Shower.. mmnnn.. okay, shower sounds rice! | stood up, stretching, 


and made my way to the bathroom door. 
"Meg, why did you--" | stopped mid-sentence, staring at the empty and dark bathroom. What the fuck.? 


Where is she? Maybe she went downstairs for something? Wait, we're in a hotel.. if she wanted anything all 
she had to do was make a call. | scratched my head and slowly turned to the light sound of water. Between the 
half closed curtains | saw the glass covered in tearing drops. Rain.. the best time to sleep.. but really, where in 
the hell did she go? | came closer to the window and looked down at the wet pavement. Yuck. cold and wet.. | 


doubt she's out in that.. maybe Alex knows.. 


| pulled my jeans on, barely closing the zipper, and stepped out into the corridor. Some couple passed by me, 
the guy throw me an irritated look, while the girl's eyes slid down my figure, before she lowered her face with 
a shy smile. Hehehe. like what you see? | smiled, passing by a few doors, slowing down right before James’ 
room. What if Meg's not there.. what if Alex has no idea where she is? Why am | so stressed about it, 
anyway? | mean.. it's not like | can't just wait for her to comeback.. but she didn't say anything about going 
anywhere last night.. maybe she needed to get something and didn't want to wake me up? Or maybe she just 


ran downstairs for.. | don't know.. newspapers.. nah, what the fuck does she needs newspapers for? Plus they 


would bring it to the room.. 


My bare feet stopped at James’ door and | looked at the ‘do not disturb’ sign with very familiar, James style 
marker editing on the bottom: ‘Ya knock, ya dead!" 


Yeah.. sounds right.. James is not exactly a morning person, to wake him up is deadly enough, but if | intrude 
on his.. morning time with Alex.. Maybe | should just go back and wait. Oh, stop being such a pussy, Kirk! What 
the fuck? | just need to make sure there's nothing going on and.. | pressed my ear to the door, listening. 
Nothing.. | raised my hand and was about to knock when | noticed that the door wasn't completely closed. 


"Okay.. for the record, I'm not knocking." | carefully pushed it slightly open. Nothing happened. | pushed it 


farther, voicing my presence. 


“Alex. James..?" No answer, nothing flew in my direction. Everything was quiet.. | peeked in, sticking my head 
through the door opening. 


"James, are you--" James' naked body was stretched out on the bad, with a noticeable morning ‘pitched tent 
over his groin. Fuck.. the last thing | want to see is that! | turned away and looked at the open bathroom door, 
no sight of Alex. Okay.. so both girls are gone.. where the hell did they go to? Wonder if James knows... | 
stepped in, leaving the door slightly open for an easy retreat in case | needed a quick escape, and walked to the 
bed. My friend was peacefully snoring, with his arms spread over the covers. Fuck. okay, just wake him up and 
ask. | carefully patted James on the shoulder. 


"James." 


He moved his leg, making the covers slide completely off of him, but didn't wake up. Shit.. really don't want to 
see that.. | got a hold of the blanket, blindly pulling it over my friend's lower body, keeping my eyes on his face. 


"James!" 


"Mnnn.. love ya." Without opening his eyes, he slid his arm around the back of my leg. "Why is your sexy ass 
dressed?" He means Alex's... right? 


Before | could say anything, his arm slid between my legs, grabbing my ass and pulling me on the bed. My head 
got pressed to his bare chest and my hand slid on his body, ending up on his dick and | quickly yanked it back, 


screaming in disgust. 


"Fuck, James it's me, Kirk!" His arms released immediately, pushing me off, and | landed on my back on the bed, 


the room shook with James’ loud growl. 
"What the fuck, Hamster! Why are you in my bed?" 


"| wasn't! | tried to wake you and you fucking jumped me!" 


"The fuck | did! You started it! Why was your hand on my dick, you perv?!" 
"You fucking pushed me over, it was an accident!! | was looking for the girls!" 


"Bull! | felt your hand before | pulled you! Wait.. what do you mean? Alex is right he--"He finally looked around. 


"Where is she?" 
"That's why | was trying to wake you up, before you fucking grabbed my ass!" | kicked him in the shoulder. 


"You touched my dick!" He grabbed my foot, pushing it into the covers and pinning me down with his other 


arm. 
"Um.. did | miss something?" A soaking wet Alex was standing in the doorway with a puzzled expression on her 
face. Me and James both froze in place. Him over me, naked, me on my back with barely closed jeans, half 
naked. Nice.. 

"| don't know where Kirk is--" Meg's figure joined Alex's in a split second 


"Here you are.. Oh.. did we interrupt something steamy?" Her foxy face lit up with a wicked smile. Steamy? 


"Fuck, no! Hell no!" We both jumped up at the same time, James jerked the blanket from under me, covering 


himself and | stretched on the bed once more, with my face down this time. 
"Fuck!" 


"Did you get that lonely without us?" Meg pulled on a fake shocked expression, holding back her smirk, Alex bit 


her lower lip, snorting. 

"Fuck nol This jerk was looking for you!" James stood up, throwing his blanket over his shoulder. 

"Mhm.. in your bed?" Meg could barely hold a straight face. 

"I wasn't in his bed! He grabbed my ass, and pulled me in thinking it's Alex!" | finally crawled off the bed and 
stood up. "Eww.. | need to wash my hand.. and | want to forget everything that just happened. Fucking worst 
morning ever!" 

"Same here! Where the fuck were you?" James growled, wrapping the sliding covers around his torso. Oh, this 
is just a fucking perfect way to ask! Shit.. As an answer to my thoughts the girls looked at each other, then 


back at us. 


"Where the fuck were you? Not.. oh you poor babies, you're all wet and probably cold!" Alex's eyes narrowed. 
Fuck. | knew it.. | just opened my mouth to try and fix the situation, but James beat me to it. 


"So, you poor wet and cold babies, where the fuck were you?" Nice. 


The girls looked at each other again, something sparked in their eyes, both swallowed their wicked smiles, and 


Meg looked back at us. 


"We could answer that rude question.. or we could just wait for you two to be less grumpy, and go take a 
much needed shower in my room.. together... just a two of us.. just me and Àlex." Meg smiled, wrapping her 
arm around Alex's waist, and Alex played along, turning and putting her arm around Meg's shoulders. Both 


looked in each other's eyes, stepping closer. 


"How do we get such rude guys? | mean look at you, you're so beautiful.” Alex looked at Meg and in the 
corner of my eye | saw James frozen in place. | couldn't dare to take my eyes of the girls and they continued, 


paying no attention To us. 


"So are you, you deserve so much better.. someone gentle.. loving... Meg moved Alex's hair off her face and 
traced her finger over her friend's lips in intimate way. Her other hand moved over her blouse on her waist, 
scrunching it up and pulling the wet almost see-through fabric on her skin. Alex's hands moved to Meg's neck, 


slowly moving lower to her chest. 


The image in my head spun, unraveling in slow motion, the fact that both of them were soaking wet at the 
moment, holding each other, was not helping to hold back every guy's fantasy and | almost moaned. In the 
corner of my eye | saw James’ hand pressing the covers closer to him. | stared at them with, l'm sure, the 
same idiotic expression that James had on his face right now, with the same thoughts running through our 


heads. Oh... God.. this is so.. Hot! 


Meanwhile, Alex parted her lips, catching Meg's finger with her teeth, then released it, closing her eyes and 
slightly tilting her head back. Meg leaned closer to her friend's lips and when | was at the point of stopping my 
breathing, waiting for the kiss, both of them turned to us and broke out in laughter. Meg moved her eyes 


from me to James and whispered. 
"I think that worked.. what do you think?" 


"Should we ask them their names and see how long it'll take them to answer.. maybe we overdid it a bit." Alex 


smiled. 
"Nope, just right. Mesmerize and rule. Kirk, close your mouth, zip up your pants, and let's go back to our 


room." Meg wiggled her eyebrows at me and | stepped forward, following the-best-ever-coolest-ever-poor- 


wet-and-cold ruler of my heart. 


(James' POV) 


After the door closed behind Meg and Kirk, Alex hid her wicked smile and made her way to the bathroom, not 
saying a word. | shook my head, trying to chase away the image of girls in each other's arms, but my mind 
refused to let it go, replaying it in slow motion. Lips so close.. hands moving on each other's bodies... fuck.. it 
was so hot.. so fucking hot. | felt my body answering to my thoughts with an increasing bulge under the 


covers. Fuck! | want her so badly right now.. what if she's mad at me? 


| pulled the covers off and opened the bathroom door with a guilty expression. Alex was standing by the 
mirror, unbuttoning her wet blouse. | watched her hands move, slowly uncovering her lacy bra. Mmmnnn.. 
Okay.. this is sooo not helping.. | pushed the image of her with Meg out of my mind and stepped behind her, 


looking at her reflection 


‘lm sorry | was rude.. are you still mad at me?" My lips touched the wet skin on the back of her neck, the 


spot | knew always drove her crazy, and she turned in my arms. 


"Yes. no.. a little." She wrapped her arms around my neck. Saved.. a little is not that bad.. is it? My hands 


encircled her waist and | touched my forehead to hers, looking into her eyes. 


'| didn't mean to say it like that.. it's just.. | don't know, it just came out.. but the way you girls turned it all 
around.. it was so hot." The memory of the little play returned to my mind and | traced my finger over Alex's 


lips, repeating Meg's move, but Alex caught my finger with her hand. 


"James, | know, you were covering your embarrassment with rudeness. | know that you had to pull this Alpha- 
male attitude, after you were caught in what, in you mind, was a compromising position, and Meg's words didn't 


help. | know you had to prove your manliness, but.. don't talk to me like that ever again" 


"Sorry." And | really am.. | was an ass.. and she..God | love her.. how does she do it.. understands me like that? 


She knows me better then | know myself.. Alex's lips press to mine, and glided over with a feathery touch. 


‘lm sorry too, we meant to come back before you woke up. | didn’t tell you because you would've started 
arguing and | wanted to avoid that." She pulled back and looked into my eyes. Uh-oh.. | read guilt.. loud and 


clear. 
"Where did you go?" | embraced her face in my hands and she lowered her eyes. 


| went to buy a tape recorder." Oh for fuck's sake! You bet | would've argued! Okay.. breathe.. | took a breath 
in, exhaling with a sigh and shook my head. 


"Alex... first of all, | have one and you know it. Second.. why do you keep insisting on buying stuff when you 
know | have more money and | asked you so many times to let me to take care of youl" That came out a little 


bit harsher than | intended.. fuck. But seriously! 


"See.. that is why | didn't tell you. James, you're already paying Alie for typing those pages that were ruined.. 
and | didn't say anything, but.. when she's done with that part, | have to do the rest myself. | can't afford to 


pay her.. and | want to be an equal, not just a rockstar's tag-along-money-spending-pretty girl” She looked 
back at me and | couldn't help but blow up. 


"Fuck! What do | have to do so you stop thinking that! You're my girlfriend, | love you, and | want you with me. 
Ill do anything so you can spend more time with me! Dammit, why did | find a girl who wants to be so fucking 
independent!" | stepped aside, gripping at the sink and she trailed her finger on my chest, burning my skin with 
a barely there soft touch, disarming and extinguishing my anger. She turned my head to her and her soft 
words finished me off. 


"Because you weren't the one choosing, your heart did, and the heart doesn't care about things like that. | 
should know.. mine chose you, and now | have to put up with a stubborn rocker, who wants me all to himself 
and would be happy if | dropped everything to be at his side at all times and call him.. my Lord and my 
Master..." 


There was something in the way she said it, the way she looked at me saying the last words.. the way she 
lowered her head slightly.. She said it as a negative.. but the last words were said as if she was admitting that 
l'm her... oh yes! 


| am your Lord and Master, and you're mine.. only mine.. and we both know it! Alex smiled, reading my mind 
and pulling me into a tender kiss. Her tongue danced with mine, melting away my thoughts, and her hands slid 
down over my stomach, making me moan. She pulled back from the kiss, gazing into my eyes, and my mind 
drowned in that gaze. Mine.. all mine.. so smart.. so hot.. my girl. She smiled again and placed my finger on her 
lips, slightly parting them. My other hand ran to her waist, scrunching her top up, and pulling it off. My 


thoughts got lost in increasing desire, melting away in need. 


The image of Meg and Alex together returned to my head and | pushed her on top of the counter in one 
rough move. | devoured her lips, my body shivering under her hands, which slid down on my back, pressing me 
closer. With a clouded mind | picked her up in my arms, carrying her back into the room and dropping her on 
the bed. She giggled and began unbuttoning her pants teasingly slow, but | wasn't about to let her take a slow 
pace. In a hurry to dive into her, | ripped the rest of her clothes off, falling on top of her. 


She answered with increasing passion, driving me crazy and covering my body with her kisses. | couldn't wait 
any longer and pushed myself between her legs as she arched to meet me. Our bodies splashed together, 
moving in unison, striving for deeper contact. Moans left our lips, filling the room, and her body curved in my 
arms in pleasure, speeding up my thrusts. Desire turned into ecstasy and every move echoed with boiling 
blood. Her eyes held me in place, feeding my passion, while breathes became gasps. She pulled me closer, 


screaming my name, convulsing in her release, pushing me over the edge to my own tidal peak. 


"Oh. Alex." | fell on top of her, feeling lightheaded, and she rolled me on my back, resting her head on my 
chest and breathing out into my skin. 


‘| love you.. so much.” She slid lower, crossing her arms over my chest and resting her chin on top of them, 


looking at me. The exact picture from Meg's portfolio flashed in my head, my chest warmed up and expanded, 


barely holding my sigh. This is the moment | wished for, when | saw her picture.. her with me, just like this.. 
this is the girl my heart chose.. she is mine.. mine.. my girl.. my love.. she is my Goddess.. and we both know 


it.. 


"My heart chose well.. you have no idea just how much | love you.." My hand moved an unruly curl from Alex 
face and she smiled at me. 


"| love you more." She lowered her lips to my chest and rubbed them on my skin, breathing in my smell. 


Warmth splashed over my body, filling every part of it, increasing the tension in my chest and pushing out my 
sigh. | pulled her up in my arms and she cuddled into my neck, her barely there kisses melting me into bliss. 
God.. this is the best moment ever.. l'm happy.. | am so happy.. | never want to be without her. | have to do 
everything | can to try and understand her, like she understands me.. | have to learn to deal with the only 
wish she has, to be independent. Doesn't matter how much | hate it, | have to respect that. From now on, | will. 


| swear | will. She is an equal, she has her own job, and | have to.. Oh.. shit.. 


(Alex's POV) 


| felt James body tense up and looked up, reading a little guilty smile on his face. Is he still not over that little 
play that me and Meg pulled in front of the guys? Gods.. men are just so predictable.. well, at least he's kind 
of sorry about it.. is he? Yeah, look at that guilty face.. so cute. 


"Are you still fantasizing about me and Meg together?" | narrowed my eyes at him, hiding my smile. 
"No... | did that before we." He tried to pull me back to his chest, but | didn't move. 
"Then why do you look like a cat who ate a canary?" 


He breathed in and bit his lip, his blue eyes looking away for a second, before returning my gaze while his lips 
pressed together and his chest rose up with another sigh. Oh-oh.. you did do something! Come on.. spill it. 


"Don't kill me, but." He scrunched his face and released another sigh, breathing out. "I already talk to Alie, and 
we agreed that she'll continue with the typing, through out the tour.. until you done with your books.. both of 
them.." James bared his teeth with the big grin of the Cheshire cat. What? You knew, | wouldn't agree to that 
and you.. you.. Oh for fuck's sake! He's impossible! 


"James." | pushed up in frustration, but he caught me with apologetic look on his face. 
"She loves the extra pay, | already hired her.. and it would be mean to back out on my offer, so it's done." He 


pulled me to him and whispered. "Sorry.. but its done. And you can't undo it.. and you're not paying.. and | don't 
want to hear it" 


"James.." | tied to free myself from his hug, but he held me in place. 

"Just let me have this one little thing, okay? | promise, | won't do anything like that behind your back again" He 
gave me a puppy look and | couldn't help but smile. | just cant be mad at him.. | can't... plus.. | remembered 
about my earlier splurge and lowered my eyes.. oh shit.. 

"You sneaky little.. okay.. | give you that and.. well, | let you buy me another notebook.. | kind of spend 


everything | had on me for the rest of this month.." | bit my lip. lim at his mercy aren't |? He's going to love 
it.. all of it.. dammit.. 


"Really? Oh.. this is great! Hm.. let me see how | can use it.. so you have nothing?" His face turned with wicked 
smile. | knew it.. Enjoy it. 


"Nothing. not even one cent." | whispered, pulling on my best ‘poor girl look. 


"So.. lm the leader? l'm the man of the house! Oh yes, who's your daddy?" James crossed his arms behind his 
head and laid back with the winning grin. 


If you going to savor it, you won't get a present | spend all my money on." | smiled, playing my ace card. 
"You got me a present?" He jumped up with a surprise. 


"| did.. but you're not getting it now!" | turned onto my back, laying down in the same position he was in just a 


minute ago. My turn to have a wining grin. 


"Uhhh... but | want it! Please." James lowered himself to me and that childish expression on his face made it so 


hard to hold my ground and pretend to be mad, but | did my best. 


"Nope, you don't deserve it." | sat up, turning away to hide my smile. James hands hugged me from behind, and 


his voice whispered by my ear. 
"Please." Soft kisses moved from my shoulder to my neck, and | melted. 


"Okay. okay.. but just ‘coz | love you, and | can't wait to see you wearing it" | really can't wait! | pulled away 
from his arms and reached to my jeans, my hand slid into a pocket and | hid my treasure in my fist, turning 
to James. Suddenly a wave of questions crossed my mind. What if he think it's lame? What if he doesn't like it? 
Oh. Gods.. please.. he have to like it. if he's my James he have to.. 


"Just... if you don't like it, don't lie to me okay? Don't pretend, tell me the truth." | froze for a second, not 
opening my hand. 


‘| swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help me God" The sight of him 


standing straight on his knees on the bed naked with his hand over his chest almost made me laugh, chasing 


the panic away from my mind and relaxing me. Gods, he's amazing.. 
"Here it is." | stepped closer, opening my hand in front of him. 


"Oh, fuck! This is awesome! So cool!" James's eyes widened as he grabbed the pendant from my hand, turning in 


his hands. 
"You really like it?" 


"Are you kidding? | love it! | love wolfs, and this is the coolest pendant | ever seen! Thank you! | will never take 
it of fl " 


Just like you did in other life.. l'm not going to tell you about it.. | don't want you to think of that story.. | 
watched him wrap the leather cord around his neck. Oh Gods.. he's.. it's just.. the same.. exactly the same.. my 
heart jumped and my mind filled with images from the long gone past. | barely held my gasp, covering it with 
words, but feeling my voice tremble. 


"It fits you... 


"It does! Its so mel" My James looked back at me, our eyes met, and my mind forever joined two images 


together. Now it was only one James.. my James, my love.. 


(Meg's POV) 

On the way to our hotel room | couldn't help but grin while watching Kirk's face. Oh, I'm so going to have fun 
with him! That picture of them both almost naked on the bed, with those faces.. and then that look when we 
played a little tease game.. priceless! | opened the door and watched Kirk walk in, and with a wicked smile | 
turned him to me, pushing the door closed. 


"So... why did you touched James' dick?" 


"| didn't! Well, | did.. but not on purpose! He pulled his fucking covers off, | tried to cover it, he pulled me over 
and | ended up falling on him and my hand went.. there." Kirk blushed. 


Oh, my God! Sooo cute! 
| would've love to see that moment! Kind of hot!" | continued, savoring every word 
"Ewww.. there was nothing hot about it." 


| bet you thought differently when | was playing with Alex. You thought it was hot when | was touching her 
body.." | paused, watching a wicked smile slowly emerging on Kirk's face. Got you! 


"Mgh." That was all that he could breathe out before loosing himself to the fantasy. Oh, no, | won't let you off 
that easy! 


"Stop imagining it!" 


"I can't. You the one who put it in my head! That was sooo." His eyes turned lustful and he moved his hands 
on my back, pulling me closer. Turned you on, didn't it? The oldest trick in the book.. works every time.. 


"Why is it when the guys see two girls together it's hot, and when girls think of two guys together is not?" | 


twirl his curl on my finger and he smiled at me. 

"Cuz" 

"Oh, that is so not an answer!" | pushed him back. 

"You won't get a better one. So.. tell me where were you? And why didn't you tell me, you going somewhere?" 
Hm.. trying to change from uncomfortable subject? | smiled and stepped back. 

"Cuz" 

‘Seriously? That's your answer?" Kirk's eyes smiled at me. 

"Yep, and you won't get a better one." | stuck my tongue at him and made my way to the bathroom, giggling 
inside. | took my clothes off and turn water on, Kirk's hands slid on my body and his lips whispered right by 
my ear. 

| don't mind if you find it hot, when you see two guys together.. |. | just not into that kind of thing." 

"Thank God.. well, since we talking of things we find hot.. What do you find hot, except for two girls together?" 
"You." 

‘| find you hot too.. and this reminds me.. um.. do you have any leather pants?" 

"Leather? No.. | always wanted to get a pair, but got stuck with the black jeans." He murmured, kissing his 
way from my shoulder to my jaw. His hands cupped my breasts and | moaned with pleasure of his soft touch. 
Oh.. you're so gentle.. but right now.. | want it rough.. | want to be taken by you.. 

"I think we should get you a nice tight pair of leather pants.. and do the photo-shot.. get a black stallion.. you 


would look sooo fucking hot in leather pants, with the swor--- guitar at you side.. white shirt, open.. hair flying 
with the wind." God, that would be a killer sight.. | lost myself in that image form the Alex's story, my mouth 


fell slightly open, eyes devoured Kirk's reflection in the mirror. Him standing behind me, his hands slowly 


moving over my skin Kirk's eyes caught my gaze in the reflection and he smiled. 


"Are you drooling? God, | never thought you will be so predictable and like the pictures from chick's sugared 
novels covers!" Kirk laughed and | pushed him back with my butt. 


‘Its not! H's different.. well, maybe not." | giggled. "But, seriously we have to get you a leather pants." 


"I thought you like me better without pants, no?" He caught my hands, pulling them to the waistband of his 


Jeans. 


‘| do.. but something about my hands sliding on the tight leather.. on your ass.. mmmnnn.." | reached my hands 


to his butt, lightly rubbing it. Come on, Kirk.. | need your wild side right now.. 


"Wow.. | just imagined you in leather pants... fuck.. just imagine this.. in tight leather.. mmnn.” His eyes were set 


on my behind, hands slid down, repeating my movements. "Oh.. that is sooo... now I'm drooling..” 


"Okay, deal, we both get those! Now.. how quickly can you get your jeans off? Because if you don't fuck me 
right now, right here, just as we stand, l'm going to fucking explode." 


"Mnnmn.. me too." His hands quickly lowered his pants, eyes still set on my ass as | teasingly rubbed against 
his crotch. 


"Take me.. just like this." | lowered myself, bending forward as soon as | felt his warmth pushing against me. 
Oh please be rough.. His hands moved to my hips, gripping me tightly, and when | bent my head back in 
foretaste of the pleasure, | felt his hand gliding through my hair. My eyes flew open and | gave an encouraging 
smile to Kirk's reflection His hand twisted, wrapping my hair around his fist, while the other hand roughly 


pushed me down, and | moaned, shaking with desire. 


XXXXll 


XXXXIII 


(Alex's POV) 


Meg used the moment when the guys were busy loading up our stuff in the bus and walked over to me, 


making sure no one could hear us. 

"Did you tell him? About the pendant.” 

"No." 

"Good, | was meaning to tell you not too. Guys are guys, they take it hard if you compare them with someone.. 
and James would get all jealous of his viking past-life self.. | know, trust me. | mean they're hot right now in 
this time, I've never seen them as medieval doubles, like you did, and | only know it from your words, but hell. 
that must've been one hot sight. | still cant take my mind of Kirk looking all warrior-like, | just completely 
hooked up on those leather pants." Meg's eyes trailed to Kirk's figure. He bent down to pick up his suitcase and 
| heard a little catlike growl escape Meg's lips. 

"Rawr... Man, that ass would be absolutely steaming hot in those..." 


"You're welcome for the new fantasy, anything for my best friend" | smiled at her. 


"If | was there.. and saw him like that.. | would've jumped him right away." Meg licked her lips, her eyes still on 
Kirk. 


"You.. um. kind of did.. not right away, but it was your move." | giggled. 

"So glad | wasn't a blushing little flower even in my previous life." She smirked, turning to me. 

"Nope, definitely not a flower, and definitely not a blushing one." | snorted and she joined me in laughter. 
"What's so funny?" James wrapped his arm around my shoulders and | turned to him. 

"Nothing... just girl talk.. about. um. leather pants." | giggled and Meg bit her lip, tuning away. 

"Didn't know leather pants were so funny." James looked at me and pulled me to the bus door. 


"They're not.. they're incredibly hot. Just imagine Alex's long legs in those. tight black leather hugging her 


every curve." Meg smiled, giving me a wink | rolled my eyes and felt James’ arm tightening on my shoulder, 


pulling me closer and giggled, stopping my friend. 


‘Okay... if you don't stop with your new obsession, we'll all end up in leather pants by the end of the day." | 
pushed the smiling Meg into the bus. 


| put my leg on the step to follow her and felt James’ hand on my ass. What did | just say.. Now he will get 
hooked on that too. | moved forward with a grin on my face and his body followed mine, hands moving to my 


hips before his voice whispered into my ear. 
"Promise you'll wear yours later tonight." 


"Okay, but now | have to work" | dropped on the seat, and after James made himself comfortable next to me, | 
pulled my notebook and my recorder out of my backpack | opened the first page and looked back at James’ 


smiling face. 
"What?" 
"l'm all ears." 


He will be listening to what | wrote? Oh.. Gods.. why do | feel a little bit uncomfortable with that? | didn't write 
it myself... | just translated it.. but its my words.. what if he thinks it's bad? | closed my notebook and turned 


to James. 
"Um. maybe | should sit in the back.. so | don't bother anyone... 


"You're not bothering anyone, | for one, am all ears too." Lars' head popped up above the seat in front of us 


and his face lit up with smile. 


"Same here." Jason's voice rose up from the seat behind and | saw Kirk and Meg looking at me from the side 
row. Oh.. shit.. why do | feel like l'm in the spot light? Like I'm back in college in front of the class? Fuck.. | 
lowered my head, feeling my cheeks starting to blush. 


"See, we're all waiting. Come on" James moved my hand, opening my notebook and giving me an encouraging look. 


Oh.. Gods.. here goes nothing.. | swallowed and pushed the record button 


"Chapter one." My voice came out a bit shaky and | let go of the record button, clearing my throat. | looked at 
my audience and returned my eyes to my writing. Okay.. breathe. and.. My finger pressed the button in and | 
started reading. 


"A tall, slender young man with a heavy mane of unruly long red curs walked through the long corridor. He 
stopped for a second by the heavy oak door, shaking invisible lint off his white shirt. His eyes scanned the 


walls, done in blue-gold decor, and a crooked smirk of disgust appeared on his face, but as soon as his hand 


landed on the door knob, his expression went back to normal. He made his way inside, stopping in the middle of 


the room in front of the older man behind the massive cherry table. 

"You called me, father?" 

The man at the table lifted his head from the book in front of him, closing it. A hand with a heavy ruby ring 
moved over the cover and the young man couldn't help but notice how the weathered leather cover looked so 
out of place in this overly decorated room. It better not be something that involves too much of my time, | 


have better things to do, and spending the afternoon with my father is not one of them. 


Oblivious to his son thoughts, the older man looked at the book, then back at his son, and a devilish smile 
appeared on his thin lips. 


"Dave, how much do you hate your cousins?" 


"Dave?" Lars' head jumped above the seat and | let go of the record button. "Oh.. my focking God! At the first 


words | thought he reminded me of Mustaine! The name is the same, too!" 


"What the fuck Lars, she's recording! Fuck Dave! Although | must admit, it does sounds like him." James 


smirked. 
"| know, | thought that too!” Kirk giggled. 
"Who's Dave?" Me and Meg both asked almost in unison 


"Dave focking Mustaine. Used to be our lead guitarist, before we kicked him out and got Kirk He fits the 
description perfectly! Red hair and alll" Lars hugged the back of his chair, standing on his knees in the seat. 


"Was he bad?" | looked at James and he looked at Lars, before answering. 
"He.. he wasn't bad guitar player.. he was just." 


"He was an ass, he wanted to be a focking front man, he was too.. let's just say he didn’t focking fit in well 


with James." Lars finished the answer. 
"Come on, Lars, shut the fuck up and let Alex work 


"Okay, sorry.. But really, now I'm going to imagine focking Dave in that story." Lars let go of the back of his 


chair, standing up on his knees on the seat. 
"Do what ever the fuck you want, just shut the fuck up." James growled. 


"Okay, okay, I'm shutting up, Wolfy." Lars smirked. 


"What the fuck did you call me?" James narrowed his eyes at his friend and | tensed up, hearing the pissed off 
notes in James' voice. My hand unconsciously landed on James’ leg. Meanwhile, Lars looked James right in the 
eyes with a smile. 

"You have this nice, new, badass pendant and you're focking growling at me, so.. | focking called you Wolfy.” 


"What the fuck ever.. Princess." James smirked back. 


| looked back at Lars and couldn't help but snort. He was wearing an old white tee with blue printed graphics 
that read: ‘Princess Hotel, Bahamas resort: 


James turned to me with smile. Okay, continue, that will shut him up for some time." 


| looked at the smirking Kirk and Meg and saw Lars slide down into his seat. Okay, back to work | pressed the 


record button again and continued. 


"| thought, you wanted me to get close to Anabel?" The young man made himself comfortable, dropping into 
one of the gold-plated chairs." 


James snorted and | paused. 

"What now?" 

"Nothing.. hey Anabel, pass me some beer." James kicked the back of Lars’ chair. 

"Fock youl" Lars snapped back. 

"Guys.. I'll just go to the back" | started, but James gave me an apologetic look, smiling. 

‘Noool! Sorry.. I'll stop, | promise. Not one more word." 

"Okay, no more interruptions." | looked at my audience one more time and turned my recorder on. 

"Well, did you?" The older man narrowed his eyes at his son 

"I tried, but I'd much rather spend my time with less aggressive and more compliant girls." Dave stretched his 
long white jean clad legs, crossing his feet on the corner of the table, and leaned back, ignoring his father's 
irritated look. 

"Yes, we all know that. The whole system knows that, maybe that's why you failed. | ask you to do one thing 


and you failed miserably. Get your fucking feet off my table" The father glared at his son and the redhead 


smirked back, not changing his position 


"She may have a pretty face and all that goes with it, but she's as touchable as a porcupine, with a poison 
dipped tongue of the snake, and a temper of a Hell hound. She can talk you to death, she thinks she knows 
everything, and has no respect for a bigger opponent, plus she hates me. No money in the world would make 


me want her as my wife. 


Multiple snorting came from all sides of me and | let go of the button "That is it! I'm going to the back of the 
fucking bus!" 


"Sorry! Okay, not one word or snort.. promise." James pulled me back to my seat and | glared at my friends. 
Kirk moved his hand, closing an imaginary zipper over his lips, while Meg smiled at me and glanced at Lars. 


Okay.. where was |? | pushed the button and continued. 


"Stupid idiot, always thinking with your dick. All we needed was her money and title. Once that was ours, we 
would've had time to work on a fatal accident that would've taken care her and her brother!" The older man 


got a grip on his anger and reclined. 


"So why don't you just kill them now, while you're still in charge of the company?" Dave studied his nails for a 
second, then returned his eyes to his father. 


"I tried, but you ruined that, jumping in front of that boar to save their lives." 


"How was | supposed to know you set it up? Besides, | was trying to win Anabel's heart. You should've warned 
me, | ripped my favorite shirt doing it. Lets just hire someone, an assassin.” The young man's eyes turned 


darker and his lips slid into a half smirk. 


"| swear, sometimes | wonder if you are my son. You inherited your mothers hair and her brain! How many 
attempts on their life | can play out before it becomes suspicious? The board of the company isn't made up of 
idiots, you know. | have to pretend to love them as my own, | have to play a role of the loving uncle, doesn't 
matter how much | hate it! Plus, hiring an assassin is not that easy.. finding one who would do the job and not 
get too greedy or not get caught is almost impossible. And if he gets caught.. You know all the devices they 
use, after the mind reading chamber guess who's name would be on all the news channels? No.. that would 
strip us of all our power and money. I'll end up in prison and you and your brainless mother will end up on the 


streets with nothing. You still think it's a good plan?" The old man spat out his words, glaring at his offspring. 


"No.. | don't" The redhead's fists tightened, not visible to his father, and his jaw clenched, moving muscles on 
his face, but before the old man could read his anger he let go of the armrests and continued with a 


somewhat apologetic tone of voice. 


"Ie been trying since they were sixteen, two fucking years! | tried all my charm, | tried to get her drunk, 
she's just not falling for any of my usual tricks! | even tried to look interested in her wild hobbies.. fuck that, | 


almost broke my neck riding that wild horse on Versal!" 


"You mean to say you're not man enough for her. Luckily, your father has brains and I've come up with a new 
plan. Remember, I'm only their guardian until they turn twenty-one, I'm in charge of Morgan Enterprise now, | 

was dreaming about it growing up. | hated to be second, the bastard. | finally got where | wanted to be.. after 

my half-brother and his wife perished in an accidental engine multifunction on their yacht. lim Lord Morgan 


now and | don't want to give it up to those spoiled brats that manage to survive!" 


Dave smirked. Yeah, | know how ‘accidental’ it was, | remember how you were pacing around the room growling 
because those little bastards decided to sneak out that night to see if they can find an old pirate ship in the 
old ship cemetery. | also remember you coming home late the night before they left for that vacation and 
cleaning your hands with the sonic cleaner with a wicked smile on your face. But.. father is right, who knows 
what those twins will do once they get the power.. they hate me and my father, and without their money, we 
have nothing. Dave's mind turned back to his father when he heard his voice. 


"lm running out of time.. we running out of time. You like your lifestyle, do you? | like mine too, so let's get to 


work." 


"What do you have in mind?" The redhead took his feet off the table and leaned forward. Threats to his 
carefree life didn't sit well with his future plans. He was used to having money, used to life without fear of 
losing it, he had nothing without it, and it didn't matter that he hate the idea that some day he had to join his 
father and actually pay interest in building space ships, he had no choice but to play together, for now. 


‘Its all set and ready, except for one little thing. Can | trust you to do this right?" 

"What do you want me to do?" 

| bought an old journal at the antique traders market, | bought it because it belonged to our long-long pre- 
imperial relative's last skipper. Old Morgan himself is mentioned in this journal many times, along with the 
planets they visited, the loot they gathered. Everything is here, except for the details, names of the systems 
or coordinates." The old man smirked. 


"PfF.. So, some old fart wrote about Old Morgan, so what? What's in it for us?" 


"| also bought an old navigation map, from the same era. Coincidentally, that map carries an M in the corner of 


the graph..." The father continued. 

"Big fucking deal." 

"Would you shut the fuck up and let me talk! By themselves, those items are nothing, but together.. one hidden 
in another, would be very useful. Our Hell twins like all this mysterious crap, they love stories about the old 
times, about the Valkyries and pirates.. they've got every book and researched Old Morgan through and 
through. Get it?" 


"You want to send them on a wild goose chase?" The young man's face slid into a wicked grin 


"| want to send them on a dangerous and fatal wild goose chase." The old man relaxed back into his chair and 


placed his fingers together, bracing his elbows on the armrests with an amused smile. 

"What if it's not so ‘fatal'?" Dave narrowed his eyes. 

| also made sure to talk about my ‘rare’ find in the presence of known dark dealers. In the last six month, | 
went to the most extreme to talk about Old Morgan's possible treasures in all the casinos. Yesterday, when | 
left one of the bars feeling like | was being followed, | stopped at the antique appraiser with the poorest 
reputation | could possible find and showed him my map. He, l'm sure, made a copy of it. The map is a legible 
artifact, probably someone's deep space trade routs, the story about the treasures followed... the map, the 


copy of the map, is probably in some outlaw's hands by now.. are you following me now?" 


"So, you want to give this book and map to the Hell hounds and let them follow it." The redhead's lips curled 


into a crooked smirk. 


"When two people are looking for one treasure, one of them usually doesn't live long.. and if you put pampered 


Teenagers up against a mature criminal, who do you think will survive?" 
"What's my part in your plan?" Dave looked at his father and the smirk on his face grew wider. 


I'd rather do nothing, but since you already did most of the work, why not pretend to be a part of it and 


then.. then we'll see. 

"You're going to follow them and make sure they don't cone back, you think you can do that?" 

Fuck! | have to actually do something? | have to leave the comfort of the city? That just sucks ass! And | 
have to spend more time with my cousins! Fuck! Dave held back his outburst, pressing his lips tighter. But... on 
the other hana, if my father's plan fails, that would give me more time with Anabel.. | hate the idea of 
marrying her, but.. she does hold the key to my worryfree future.. Fine... I'll do it. 

"You can count on me." 

| stopped the tape and lowered my hand. "Okay, you can all talk now." 

Lars jumped up off his seat. "Fuck, that's an evil plan! You're really good at that!" 


"Not me, Sergey, l'm just translating his work" | lowered my eyes, closing my notebook. 


"I know, but it's all in your words.. | mean.. you focking wrote that, from his words, his idea, but you wrote it” 


Lars sat on the armrest of his chair. 


"No Lars, it's all his, | know this is not a word for word translation, but really, he's the one who you have to 


praise, not me." 


"Okay, both of you. | mean, seriously, this is focking interesting! So, the twins would get the book with the 


mop.. 

"And they wouldn't know it's a trap? So they'll follow it and cross paths with criminals!" Kirk's eyes widened. 
"And fucking Dave will follow them." James joined the conversation. 

"Okay, so we have Dave Mustaine as Dave, Lars as Anabel." Meg giggled 

"Fock, no! But | wouldn't mind being her twin brother, unless--" 

"You're talkative enough to be both." James smirked. 

"No, | want to be the brother." Jason raised his hand. 

"Dibs on being the mature criminall" James' voice rose above the conversation. 

"Hey, | wanted that one! Let's hope there's more than one, we could be all one gang!" Kirk shouted, 


The bus stopped and and the driver's smiling face turned to the middle of the bus. "Okay gang, we're here." 


XXXXIV. 


XXXXIV 


(Alex's POV) 


The days trailed on, my work and my time with James was finally set in perfect balance. | wrote every free 
minute, on the bus or plane, and when the band was rehearsing. | was planning to dictate every other evening, 
but everyone got interested in the story and wanted to know more. So every other trip between the venues 
became a story telling one. Now | was completely comfortable reading it, and it brought me closer to the rest 
of the band. James insisted that Alie typed everything in two copies to avoid any problems with lost/ruined 
work One copy was for me and the other one was promptly sent to Meg's mother for proof-reading. 


Everything was working like a clock and | could finally relax, enjoying my work and the time with my friends. 


Brian got closer with Meg, showing interest in photography and now he was more of a student than an 
assistant, spending a lot of time with us. Meg's family life was going in the right direction too. And although 
her Mom wasn't ready to move back to LA as of yet, one of Meg's brothers finally called her and they had a 
long, relationship healing talk, and Meg breathed out with ease. 


Our friendship got stronger after my confession, and we were back to full and complete trust. The tour rolled 
over Europe and the days back to the US. were approaching fast, bringing with them a short ten day break 
between the tour legs. We were still deciding on what to do and where to go for the short vacation, and | 


promised James to have my own break from my work and spend time with him. Everything was just perfect. 
Germany was one of the last counties, and today Meg overdid herself, deciding to concentrate on close up 
shots. She was all over the photographer's pit, moving from one end to the other, completely exhausting me 
and Brian. At the end of the show | couldn't feel my legs and dropped on the bench in the break room with a 
sigh of relief. 

"Oh, thank Gods it's over." 


"I know! The lights were impossible today! | hope | got at least a few good shots." She closed the bag with her 


cameras and turned to me with a worried face. 

"Are you kidding me? You used twelve rolls!" 

"I know.. but this is not like normal photoshoots, | can't control the fucking lights, and | can't just ask the guys 
to stay stilll And the way they move.. it's like trying to catch lightning. More than half the film usually comes 
out blurry, and you know how | hate that." Meg sighed and dropped on bench by my side. 


"This job's turned you into your father, you know." | smiled, lowering my head on her shoulder. 


"| know, as much as | hate to admit it, | am my father." Meg sighed, pressing her head to mine 
"All set and loaded?" Brian walked into the break room, glancing at us with a smile and grabbing Meg's bog. 
"So, the usual, drop it at the hotel and at the end of the party run back and start on the chemicals?" 
"Brian you're awesome!" Meg smiled and Brian stopped by the door. 


"Um.. Meg, l.. | wanted to ask you something.. can | have a day off tomorrow? | mean we don't have a gig.. but 


if you need me for something, I'll stay." 
"Sure, you can! You sooo deserve it. Doing something interesting?" 
| want to go with my brother to Rothenburg.’ 


"Rothenberg? As in Rothenburg ob der Tauber? The absolute photographers heaven? The town that's stuck in 
medieval times? With towers and intact city walls form the ninth century?" Meg stood up with a ‘child in a 
candy store’ expression written all over her face and | almost sighed So much for spending the day with 


James. 


"Yeah, and a real locksmith shop! My brother wants to buy a real medieval sword for his collection, and | want 


to see the crime museum with all the torture devices!" Brian's face mirrored Meg's. 
Wait.. swords. Oh, my Gods! | haven't held a real sword for ages! Literally.. 


‘Oh.. my God! We missed that town on our trip to Europe, we simply didn't have time! | want to go, tool" Meg 
clapped her hands. 


"Where are we going?" Kirk and James walked in just in time to hear Meg's words. Okay.. Rothenburg, here we 


come! 


(Alex's POV) 


Tim's plan to rent a small car for the trip did not fit our expanded group, since there were simply too many 
people who were eager to go. Rotherburg was just a few hours off our route from Frankfurt to Stuttgart 


anyway, so we decided to make a little detour on the tour-bus. 


As we drove through the night covered Germany with James sleeping on his reclined seat next to me, | 
couldn't stop thinking about Rothenburg. Actually, | couldn't stop thinking of the possibility of handling a sword. 
Memories of the past played in my head, my father teaching me, pretend battles with his guards, the sound 


of metal on metal, the power of the weapon.. | wanted to feel it again, | craved it. 


| smiled to myself, remembering the very first time | took a sword into my hands. My father just had just 
come back from a party to push back the Hungarians from our countryside. | wandered into his chambers and 
just sat there, watching him sleep. His sword was resting on the table by his bed, my hands outlined the 
handle, | imagine myself one day fighting a brutal battle, defending our kingdom. | pulled the sword off, but was 
not prepared for the weight of the weapon. The tip of the blade slid off the table and imbedded itself in my 
foot. | winced and dropped the handle, waking up my father. 


James' hand moved to my waist, and my mind let go of my childhood years, pulling the memory of our little 
encounter. | smiled, remembering how surprised he was when he found out | could use my weapon very well 
The memory played further. the tip of my sword sliding on James’ neck.. | opened my eyes, letting my mind 
slowly emerge from the past as a sigh escaped my lips. The last thing | want is to remind James about my 
story. He buried this deep inside, never reminded me about it.. and I'd hate to bring this back into his mind. | 
moved my head to James' chest and slowly floated into the dream world, carried away by the soothing sound 


of his heart. 


When we arrived in Rothenburg, everyone had spread around to do whatever they wanted, with an agreement 
to meet back at the bus in evening. The town was simply amazing, old fashion signs and buildings, a city wall 
partially covered with climbing vines, it was all almost untouched by time, and a few cars, the only reminder of 


modern progress, seemed almost out of place on the small curvy streets. 


| knew that this town grew throughout the eleventh-fourteen century, and | knew the only reminder of the old 
ages for me would be a city wall, but somewhere, somehow, | was hoping for more. | was hoping that there 
was a place here that would be close to my heart.. something that would be just as it was back then, | wanted 
to find a friend just as lost in time as | was, but it was nothing like that. 


Paved, clean roads, houses kept in perfect condition, a lack of livestock, and different smells.. all that left me 
feeling a bit disappointed. | watched yet another group of tourists passing by with a tour guide, their eyes 
wandering around with amazement, and hid my smile. If only they knew that they walked by the oldest artifact 
in this town.. me. | gripped James’ hand tighter and he pulled me closer. 


"What?" 


"Nothing... just enjoying all this, it's great! Just walking along the streets, hand in hand.. so different from the 
busy tour schedule." | smiled at him. 


"Yeah, it was a good idea, it's worth it just to see Lars stuffing himself with the.. what's the name of those 
things again?" 


"Schneeballs, and he wasn't the only one!" | giggled, remembering James’ face when he tried the old treat 


himself. 


"Yeah, that. They taste pretty good!" James smiled, wrapping his arm around my shoulders. 


We continued our walk, Meg was busy taking pictures, while showing Brian how to see the town with the eyes 
of a photographer. After about three hours we got back to the city wall, and as we stopped at the gate, my 
eyes fished out a sign of a blacksmith shop on the adjoining street. A rush of adrenaline surged through me 
and | pointed the sign out to Tim, at the same time Meg turned to us. 


"Okay, now the sun is in the right position and we can do a little photoshoot of the band with the city in the 
background" 


| almost sighed, but before | could say anything, Tim pulled at Brian's arm. 
"Hey bro, what do you say | go and spend sometime looking for what | need and you can join me later." 


| felt my insides shaking.. this is a best chance | get. James is here, | can enjoy the sword without him seeing 


me! Perfect! Meanwhile, Brian turned to his brother with a guilty smile. 


"| don't want you to feel like I'm abandoning you.. | mean, this is all so cool and Meg's letting me use her 


camera..." 

| can keep him company, since you're all busy and we both have nothing to do, plus he might need someone to 
translate. As well as | known Meg, this will take some time.. and we've already seen the wall and the town view. 
When you're done here, we can all go and see the museum." | smiled, trying to slow down my jumping heart 
and praying that my words didn't sound too eager. My eyes stopped on James’ face and he let go of my 
shoulder, smiling. 

"I know this part is boring for you.. but, are you sure?" 

"We'll just go to one store, right there and meet back here after you're done." 

James looked at the street and turned to Tim. 


"Okay, but just so you know, you're answering me for my girl." 


"Don't worry, I'll guard her with my life." Tim laughed back and we both looked at each other, breathing with 
relief, with different thoughts in our minds. 


"We'll meet you right here by the gate when we're done." | quickly gave James a kiss, swallowing an internal 
‘Wooohoool. As our friends started their climb, | turned to follow Tim, trying my best to pace myself. 


"So, what kind of sword are you looking for and why?" 


"A real one. | mean, not a real artifact, but one you can use, you know. One friend of mine from the martial 


arts club showed me this video with a sword fight and now l'm hooked. | bought one sword, but it broke at the 


first hit.. | hope here | can find what | need, then | can take some lessons." 


We continued the small talk until we stopped a few feet away from the shop so Tim could finish his soda 
before entering. He dropped the empty bottle into the garbage can and sighed. 


"I wish | knew what to look for." His face was so sad, | wanting to help so much, and my mind was clouded with 


the foretaste of having a sword in my hand, so | blabbered out. 

"I know a few things about swords, my father taught me." | almost bit my tongue. Oh crap.. 

"You do? That's awesome! How much do you know?" Tim's face lit up and | thought to myself.. well, maybe it's 
not so bad.. | hate to lie, but.. nothing | said was technically a lie. My father did teach me.. just not this life's 
father. All that ran through my head and | answered. 

"| know enough to tell if it's real if | hold it and look at it up close." 

"Oh, that's great! | brought just the right person with me, then!" 

As soon as we walked in, | couldn't help but smile. Oh.. my.. Gods! My eyes trailed over the walls and stands 
with multiple swords and scabbards. | picked up one in my hands and sighed with disappointment. Heavy over- 
decorated handle, dull edge, with a stainless steel blade.. a toy, worthless wall decoration. 

"Wow.. there's a lot of swords here." Tim looked around, walking in front of me. 

"Yeah.. but | think most of them are just ornamental." 

"Yeah.. too bad.. | do hope they have something real here." 


| looked at the next shelf, pulling a few more swords. Nope.. not one of them feels right. 


"Sorry to say, but | think there are all just aimed at tourists..." | looked at the price tag and turned it to Tim. 
"And prices here bite, too." 


A short, older man overheard our conversation and stepped out from behind the counter, glaring my way. He 


concentrated on Tim, greeting us with a heavy German-accented English. 

"You're in the best blacksmith shop in Rothenburg, | have anything you might be looking for. 

"l'm looking for a real sword, got anything like that?" Tim glided his hand over the stand 

"Sure! Historical replicas are my specialty! This one is an English knight's sword." The owner pulled one sword 


off the wall and handed it to Tim. | stepped closer and noted the same stainless steel blade with a hefty price 
tag of three hundred dollars. What? He just thinks we're idiots and is trying to make money of the stupid 


tourists! | turned to Tim, whispering. 
"Nice and very expensive wall decoration" 


The owner glanced at me like | was his sworn enemy and pulled another sword off the wall. "This is a wonderful 


replica of a famous I5th century German riding sword" 
Tim took the sword in his hands and handed to me. "What do you think?" 
"The blade is made of stainless steel and will break at the first hit. " 


Tim handed the sword back and | saw the owner's eyes glaring at me, before returning to Tim. "You train with 


swords?" 

"Not yet, I'm a beginner, but she has." Tim winked at me. 

"Oh, the Lady is the one with the knowledge, how interesting.’ The owner's eyes smirked. "Okay, Replica of the 
l4th Century personal sword of Edward Ill, King of England. The blade is an excellent example of an Oakeshott 
Type. The etching on the blade depicts a very early example of the badge of the Order of the Garter and 
possibly the earliest use of the portcullis as a badge by an English Royal." He flashed a winning smile my way. 


Are you calling me out on my knowledge? Fine, challenge accepted. | took the sword in my hands and slid my 


hand over the blade, then gripped the handle and weighed it in my hand. 


"Better, unless the carbon steel was never properly heat treated and tempered, so it's less brittle, but the 
handle is made too heavy, it's not balanced." 


The owner took the sword from my hands and his smile vanished. Yeah, we're not easily ripped off tourists. 


Tim turned to me and whispered. 

"Okay, Alex, how about you just tell him what we need, so we save some time and money here." 
"Are you sure, | mean, its your buy?" 

"Let's just say | would've wasted my money and bought the second one if it wasn't for you." 
"Okay.. but just to make it clear. You want to be able to use it" 

"Right." 


| turned to the owner, who was about to pull another item off the shelves. | needed to get back on the 


owner's good side. 


"| see you have a few awards for sword fighting tournaments on your wall. Are they yours?" 


"No, those belong to my oldest son, he won a few titles in the swordsmen championship." A proud father's 


smile touched the owner's lips and | moved in for the attack. 

"Who makes the swords for your son?" 

Before the owner could answer me, the unmistakable sound of blade on blade made us turn, speeding up my 
heartbeat and bringing a smile to my face. Something fell heavily on the floor, followed by voices of two men 
arguing in German. 

"This isn't right! Its the third time you knocked the sword out of my hand! Are you sure you made it right?" 
"| did it exactly how it said! If you don't believe me, let's ask father." 

Two young men barged in, moving the curtain. Both had swords in their hands, and my eyes skipped their 
faces, stopping on the weapons. Is it.. could it be? Oh.. Gods. My heart jumped in my chest, | swallowed, feeling 
my hands burning with the need to touch it, feel it, and my feet stepped closer, unable to resist. Meanwhile, 
the boys stopped by their father and continued in German 

"Dad, something's wrong with this sword, the grip is too short, | think Hans screwed up with the design" 

"No, | did it just like it said, | used the measurements from that letter!" 

"| measured it with him, and | know he did it right." The father looked back at his sons. 

The older boy lowered his sword in father's hands. "Here, you try it, you'll see what I'm talking about!" 

| couldn't help it, almost salivating at the sight of a viking sword within my reach, and whispered. 

"May |?" 

All three of them turned to me. The owner handed me the sword, answering in English. 

"Sure." 

As soon as my hands touched the grip, my arm tingled, tightening the muscles with remembrance. Oh.. my 
Gods.. | missed it so much! | adjusted my fingers over the grip and turned, raising my hand in front of me and 
admiring the blade. My lips slid into a wide smile, mirroring my internal state of bliss. 

"This is beautifull Perfectly balanced!" | moved my hand side to side, feeling the sword as an extension of my 


arm. Memories flooded my head, heart speeding up and loudly pumping blood in my temples. | lowered my hand 


and saw four pairs of eyes watching me. 


The older son spoke in English. "It's a girl's sword!" 


"No, it said it was a tenth century viking sword from Shifford.. it didn't say if it's.. for women" The younger 


boy joined his family in English with a less heavier accent. 

‘Its not, although many viking women could fight, there was no such thing as a girl's sword. The shorter grip 
like this make it light enough for quick wrist movements needed for a close style of combat without sacrificing 
strength. Vikings put their little finger over the pommel when gripping it.. | mean, they used to do that." 


"How in the hell do you know that?" Tim's eyes widened. 


"| was a history major in college.. | loved to learn about vikings.. and my father.. he knew a lot about them, 


too." | felt a heated flush running through my body. 
"l'm still convinced it's a girl's sword, to hard too handle, even if | do what you say they did" The older son 
picked up his sword and smiled. "I prefer this type, nice grip, longer blade, | can't believe vikings counted as the 


best warriors with swords like that." 


"Not all of their swords were like this, but you underestimate the power of this one." | felt a need to protect 
the perfect weapon that was burning my hand. All | could think of was trying it out. 


"PFFF, what power? | can reach you with my blade before you can, thus, I'll kill you almost right away." 


‘| can show you what this sword can do, if you sell us one of your battle ready swords at a reasonable price." 
Do | sound too.. pushy? 


| don't fight girls." The older son smirked. 

"Rolf is just afraid to lose to a girl" Hans giggled and | smiled. 

"Oh, please, | just don't want to hurt her." Rolf smirked back. 

“Trust me, you won't." | stepped forward. "So, deal or no deal? Unless, you're really afraid." 
Rolf's smirk grew wider. 


"Okay, deal. You pick the sword you want to buy out of the ones in the back, then we'll talk and play." Rolf 


pulled the curtain back, revealing a bigger room, empty in the middle with multiple stands on two sides. 


On the left, a few workers were busy with different stages of sword finishing touches. My mind revived the 
picture from the past, when | was watching our blacksmith making swords in his shop as a kid. It took us a 
few minutes to choose what Tim liked with my approval of his buy, and a few more minutes to agree on the 


price. 


All this time, the father was the one doing the talking, Hans was looking at me with a smile and Rolf was 
smirking. The thought of an easy victory was clearly written on his face. When the talks were over, he 
stepped in the middle of the room and swung his sword side to side, pretending to stretch his shoulders. Tim 
turned to me, whispering. 


"Alex.. are you sure you want to do this? He's bigger than you, his sword is longer and.. | would hate if 
something happened to you.. plus, James would kill me.” 


"I'll be fine. He's bigger and he's not taking me seriously, and | can use it all to my advantage." | whispered back 
with a smile. 


"So, are we doing it, or did you change your mind?" Rolf grinned at me, taking our whispering as a sign of a 
possible retreat. 


"Let's start." | picked up the viking sword and stepped in the middle of the room. A few more workers 
completed the circle of onlookers around us, ready to cheer their champion Rolf moved to the side with his 
weapon still pointing down and smiled at me. | raised my hand and let my body retrieve the memory of a long 


forgotten feeling. If only they knew.. 

Our swords came together and very soon, | felt him struggling to keep up with my hits. His face wasn't so 
amused anymore, he concentrated on my arm, trying very hard to make me step back, but | wasn't about to. 
When the swords came smashing into each other between us, | pushed my sword up, throwing his to the side. 
He tried to bring his arm back as fast as he could, but the longer and heavier blade took it's toll, and tip of 
my sword stopped at his unprotected side. His smile vanished off his face. 

"Wow! She beat youl" Hans yelled, clearly amused. 

| wasn't fighting with my full strength, she's a girl.” Rolf stepped back, with surprise written all over his face. 


"Maybe you should take her seriously.” Hans smirked. 


"Fine, there will be no holding back on my side. Let's make another deal. You beat me two out of three and | 


throw in a free scabbard for your sword" Rolf looked at me. 

"Deal" | smiled and he grinned at me, starting another attack. 

This time | could feel him hitting with the full force of his muscles. Every time | blocked his attempts, his 
brother cheered for me, and others joined him. A few minutes of a crazy blades dance and everything around 


became quiet when my sword pressed to his chest. 


"Oh, she's good!" Hans’ vocalized his joy. Rolf glared at his sibling and turned to me. 


"Again 
"As you wish." | smiled and winked at Tim. 


Our swords met again, flooding the room with the battle song of steel, and when my blade stopped at his neck, 
he lowered his sword, stepping back. 


"| don't recognize your style, who trained you?" 

"My father did" 

"That is it, she beat you two out of three. Thank so much for proving that my sword is worthy of the viking 
name!" Hans shook my hand and turned to his brother. "Just admit that she's better than you and this sword 
is great" 

"Her hard is smaller and can fit the grip perfectly, that is all. She can move faster, because the blade is 
lighter. But a deal is a deal, you got the free scabbard" Rolf frowned back, watching me hand my sword to 
Hans. 

"Sure, whatever you say, bro. She beat you and you're just looking for excuse." 


"The weapons were not equal, that is all I'm saying." 


"Care to make it interesting?" Hans turned to me with a wicked smile. "You beat my brother two out of three 


with an equal sword and that Anglo-Saxon you picked for your friend is half off the charge." 


‘Only if your brother agrees to that." | looked at Rolf and saw his jaws grind He was clearly having a hard 
time losing and was not going to give up so easily, as to prove my thoughts he barked out. 


"Let's make it even more interesting. We fight with full power, you beat me three out of five and you walk 


away with a free sword" 

"Free?" 

"Absolutely" 

| looked at Tim's face, giving him a nod, and turned to my opponent. "Deal." 
(Kirk's POV) 


Flocks of tourists started showing up on the wall, interrupting Meg's work, and she finally gave up when on top 


of it all the wind picked up, blowing our hair over our faces. 


"Okay, | think that's all | can do.." She lowered her camera with a sigh and a disappointed look 
"Well, at least you got a few shots." | smiled, trying to cheer her up. 


"We'll see what I've got, | hope | at least have two or three good ones. | didn't even finished one roll." She put 


the cover on her camera and sighed. Lars started to walk in the direction of the stairs and turned around. 
"Lets catch up with Alex and Tim, | can't focking wait to see the torture museum! What store did they go to?" 


"The blacksmith, Tim wanted to buy a sword" Brian zipped up the camera bag and picked it up, throwing it 


over his shoulder. 


(Meg's POV) 


Of course our friends weren't waiting for us and we strolled down the street, looking for the sign that Alex 
pointed out earlier. Despite that all day | was busy with my photo madness, | managed to watch Alex. | was 
worried that this town would bring back her memories, but all day she seemed to be okay, no sad faces, no 
long looks. | was planning to pull her aside and make sure she was okay, but seeing her cheerful and smiling | 


decided not to remind her of the past. 


By the time we got to the blacksmith shop the sun hid behind the clouds, the gusts of wind got stronger, and | 
started to consider if | should send Brain to return my bag with the cameras to the bus, in case it's rained. 
Better safe than sorry. The museum probably didn't allow private cameras anyway. Lost in my thought, | 
followed my friends into the shop, the main room was empty and | was about to say that we were probably in 


the wrong shop when screams of cheering and metal noises got everyone's attention 

We followed the voices and came upon a scene that made me gasp. In the middle of the circle was Alex, with a 
sword in her hand, pushing back a tall, well built guy. Their swords smashed together and | almost screamed in 
fear, watching his blade sliding on her's, closer to her hand. Kirk's eyes widened and he shouted. 


"Whoa!" 


"Fock!" Lars pushed himself pass James and stopped at the edge of circle of onlookers. 


(Alex's POV) 


Lars’ voice pulled my attention and | turned, losing my concentration when | saw my friends standing at the 
entrance of the back room with stunned faces. My eyes stopped on James and | felt a cold wave on my back, 
seeing his astounded look. Shit.. Rolf moved swiftly, using the moment and | felt his blade sliding dangerously 
close to my side. | pushed it away at the last moment, turning around and placing my sword to the back of his 


neck. 
"Wow! Alex that is two out of fivel One more and the sword is ours!" Tim shouted. 


Is that how you guard her with your life? What the fuck is all this?" | heard James' voice and lowered my 


sword. 


"She's beat him every time! " Tim giggled. "He's the one who needs protection She's fucking awesome! So far 


its four out of four!" 
Lars looked at me, then pushed James shoulder. 


"| wouldn't piss her off when she has a sword in her hand.. fock! That was focking wicked! | didn't know you 
could do that! Did you?" He turned to James, and | tensed up, watching James’ lost expression, but Meg came 


to the rescue with her fast thinking. 


"Of course he doesn't, Alex never brags about it. Her father was in the military and very into different 
combat and weapons training. He was always teaching her stuff, but she liked knives and swords the best. Not 
so much other training. She hated boxing, for sure. | remember, one time the punching bag hit her right in the 
face, leaving a huge bruise that was not pretty at alll Thank God it was summer and she didn't have to go to 
school like that!" Meg giggled, giving me a wink and | smiled ‘thanks’ back at her, breathing out in relief. | didn't 
even notice that I'd held my breath in panic. Saved by the lie of my best friend.. thank Gods. 


XXXXV 


(Meg's POV) 

All the way to the museum Tim couldn't stop talking about Alex's fight, moving his sword around to show 
some of her moves, and everyone was enjoying the story. | tried to pull the topic to other things, seeing Alex 
not exactly comfortable to be the center of attention, but Brian's words brought it back 


"Man, | wish | was there to see it from the start!" 


‘It was awesome! | mean, that guy was so cocky, champion and all, and our Alex beat the shit out of him with 


such easel She was fucking amazing! It looked like she was just playing with him, and he got all pissy and." 

| looked at Alex and saw James pulling her closer with a wide smile on his face. Tim's words drowned in my 
thoughts. Maybe it's not so bad, | know she hates it, but James is clearly turned on by what he saw. Just look 
at him, whispering into her ear, that wicked smile, hand on her shoulder.. all movements just scream ‘mine’. 
Poor guy.. | know what he wants right now and there is no where to go. Speaking of no place to go.. | turned to 
Kirk and he smiled when | wrapped my arm around his waist, whispering to him. 

"This town is nice and all, but two nights with no privacy is killing me." 


He smirked and whispered back. "Well, there is a hotel in here.. we could go there instead of the museum.." 


"Or we could find a place there.. like a nice dark cleaning crew closet." My predatory smile made Kirk bite his 


lip. 
"You're so bad." 
"You have no idea..." 


Right when we entered the museum, | pulled Alex to the restroom, and as soon as the door closed behind us | 


whispered. 
"Are you okay?" 
"Yeah... | just wish he'd stop talking about it.. | didn't want anyone to see." Alex sighed. 


"Well, look on the bright side, you became Tim's hero and James is all beaming with pride and keeps looking at 


you like he wants to eat you! He liked what he saw." 


"I know, he keeps pressing me closer and whispering into my ear. And we have a few more hours here and 


then the long bus ride.. no privacy anytime soon." Alex giggled. 


"Well. the museum is big.. and there's many rooms there.. you know.." | wiggled my eyebrows at my friend and 


laughed when she gave me a shocked look. 
"Are you pushing me to be dirty?" 


"Nah, not pushing... challenging.” 


(Alex's POV) 


The tour had started, and dark rooms with torture devices only heated up my and James’ little play with the 
hidden touches, hugs, and whispers. When | bent slightly forward to look closer at the head crusher, | felt him 
move behind me, pressing his groin to my butt, his hands pulling on my hips, heating up my blood. | pushed 
back and bit my lip, watching him back up with a devilish smile. He pulled my hand, pressing his finger to his 
lips in a silencing gesture and we parted from our friends, sneaking up to the next hall. We quickly walked 


though a few rooms until we ended up in an empty hall 


"God, you looked so hot with that sword!" He pressed me to the wall, and his hands slid lower on my waist, lips 
devouring mine, and through the bliss | heard a well set voice with British accented English getting closer. 


"The name ‘Rothenburg ob der Tauber’ means ‘Red fortress above the Tauber’ in German. This is because the 
town is located on a plateau overlooking the Tauber river. As to the name ‘Rothenburg,’ some say it comes 
from the German words Rot (Red) and Burg (burgh, a medieval fortified town), referring to the red color of 
the roofs of the houses which overlook the river. The name may also refer to the process of retting (rotten 


in German) flax for linen production" 
| pulled out of the kiss with a smile. 
"We're not alone anymore." 


James' rolled his eyes, letting me go and pretending to admire some artifacts in the case next to us. | giggled 
and joined him, noticing a group of kids entering the hall in the corner of my eye. The tour guide continued, 


stopping at the big case at the far end of the room. 


"Here we see the armor of the first Count of Comburg-Rothenburg, who decided to build the castle in place of 
a small village that was here in nine hundred fifty. That is when construction of the first city wall took place. 
The Count saw the advantage of the sloppy side by the Tauber river and knew that it would be a perfect 
place for a fortified city. Reinger established a church in the present city quarter of Detwang. 


Later he also built the castles Comburg at Schwabisch Hall and Grafenburg on the mountain extrusion over 
the river Tauber. The Counts of the Comburg-Rothenburg dynasty died out in the year eleven hundred 
sixteen. The last Count, Count Heinrich, willed all his belongings, including Gebsattel and Rothenburg, to the 
Comburg convent, but Emperor Heinrich V appointed his nephew Konrad von Hohenstaufen as successor to the 


Comburg-Rothenburg properties instead. 


But all that happened much later. Reinger was a noble at the courtyard of Otto the First, and first set his 
eyes on this land when he came to the small village that was in the place of this town back in the year rine 


hundred thi rty four." 


| swallowed, feeling my heart jump in my chest, loudly pumping blood into my temples at the words of the tour 
guide. Nine hundred thirty-four.. Otto the First... Reinger.. This was it? | never knew it was here..This was the 
place that he was waiting for me at.. it was just a small village back then.. Oh, Gods.. Memories flooded my 
mind, making my hands grip into the case in front of me. A loud voice pushed through my hazed mind, 
continuing the tour. 


"This village was right at the border of the German kingdom at that time. Nothing more than a few farms and 
a tavern for travelers existed here. | know it's hard to believe now, but it was. No one even remembers if this 
village had a name, that's how small it was." 


Serdica... it was called Serdica.. | closed my eyes and swallowed again, shaking and gripping at the case with my 
whitened fingers. 


"But, despite the size, this village was the set for the affair that could've changed history as we know it now. 
Germany always craved the sea territory, but was unable to push the Hungarians and Maryags without a 
strong helping hand. Otto saw the chance in acquiring such help by marrying the Princess of the Chersoness 
Kingdom, that laid on the very desirable land by the Mar Maggior, or the Black Sea as we call it now. The 
position of the kingdom would have given Otto a way to the Aegean Sea or the Mediterranean, opening the 
possibilities for Germany to gain the land in between and become a marine Empire, definitely overwhelming the 


power scale in Europe." 
"But it's not.. so his plan failed?" 


"This is an example of how the life of even one person could've changed history. The princess Alexia of 
Chersoness never arrived, she was killed just past the border of her country. Some believe that she died at 
the hands of Hungarians, others believe that her own brother figured out her plan to gain power through the 
hand of Otto.. no one knows what really happened 


My brother? Oh.. Gods.. | wouldn't be surprised if he did.. My suddenly moist hands slid off the case, my knees 
shook, and | hit the wall behind me with my back. 


"All we know is that when Reinger received the bad news he left to deliver it to Otto, leaving this silver inlaid 


soapstone with the carving of the image of the Princess Alexia and the shield with the symbols of Chersoness. 
That kingdom ceased to exist just a few years later, weakened by Alexia's brother's Nicholas careless ruling, 
becoming too easy of a target for their multiple enemies. Her land became a war ground for many centuries 
to come, Maryags, Khazars, Hungarians, Khans.. they all wanted a piece of it. Later, that land was taken from 
the Turks by Russia, a part of which it remains to this day. So, you see, if Princess Alexia would've reached 
Rothenburg and married Otto, the history of the two kingdoms and Europe wouldve been much different. Okay 
moving on, in the next hall we'll see the plan of the city, as the first wall only covered it partially." 


(James' POV) 


The story that Alex told me floated in my memory, brought up by the tour guide's words. So.. it was all real? 
As real as it gets.. | felt pulled to the wall with the soapstone image and when | saw it, | barely held a gasp. 
Alex's face was looking at me through the ages. My eyes slid to the shield, and | felt a cold flush, recognizing 
the symbols so familiar to me from her pendant. | looked back at the soapstone image, rubbing my suddenly 
numb head. It's all true.. she's.. 


"James." Alex's hand touched my elbow and | unconsciously stepped back, feeling cold shivers. | looked at her 
eyes, full of tears, and stepped back again, trying to fit all this in my scrambled mind. She is.. | gripped my 
head with both hands, backing up from the image. 


"You're really.. her.. aren't you?" | whispered, pushing the words through my suddenly dry throat 
Alex looked at me with sad eyes and nodded 

"You.. her... and you lived back then. you really are.. a thousand years old.. you're a." 

Alex lowered her head, a few tears dropping on the floor in front of her. 


"A freak of nature, a woman from the long gone past.. lost in time.. James, | told you, you knew." She looked at 


me and stepped closer, but | stepped back from her stretched arm. 


"Don't... l.. just.. | need time to.. | just." | stepped back again, pushed away by the shock of the realization. Her 
story was not just a fairy tale, as | dismissed it back then, when she told me who she was. Now it became 


real, and it was staring at me with the face on an ancient image, freezing my mind in a complete stagger. 


Alex lowered her arm and looked at me with pleading eyes, but all | could see was a ghost from a thousand 
years ago. Cold fingers of doubt brought the scene of the sword fight that | witnessed earlier today and the 
hammering thoughts flooded my mind. 


She's an ancient Princess.. a real Princess.. from Medieval times.. She lived in times of the warriors.. knights.. 
strong men. she was set to marry a King.. she fell in love with a Viking warrior.. she's.. she's out of different 


time.. she's older than anything in this museum, anything in this town.. Cold shivers turned to a blistering hot 


flush and | stepped back again, hitting the wall with my back and shaking my head, trying to silence my mind. 


"James. it's still me. You.. you never believed me before, did you? And now.. you can't even stand to be 
touched by me.. you think I'm a freak.. a monster." Alex's lips quivered and she stepped back, covering her 
mouth, tears running down her cheeks, and before | could form an answer in my stupor-banded mind, she 
turned around and ran out of the hall. 


"Alex... It's not like that.. | just.." My whisper echoed in the empty room, and | hit the back of my head on the 


wall. 


XXXXVI. 


XXXXVI 
(Kirk's POV) 


| saw Alex and James vanishing behind the corner and felt Meg's hand pulling me back from the Spanish horse 


device | was admiring. 


"Care to explore things behind this door?" Her whisper blew by my ear, turning my attention to the small 
unmarked door at the end of the hall. 


"l'm all for it!" | followed her, making sure we left unnoticed by the rest of the group. 
But to our disappointment, the door led us to a long corridor that opened up into a large room full of boxes. 
"Where to now?" | caught Meg by her waist and she giggled. 


"Well. this is not the place | was thinking about. let's see what's there." She pulled away turning behind one of 
the boxes and leading me to a wall with what looked like a loading dock gate. We slowly pushed the gate open 
and closed it behind us, stepping into the back yard. There was a carriage at the entrance, and a big building 
that looked like a stable, and Meg's face lit up. 


"Ohhh... nice find! Let's sneak into the stables!" She pulled my hand and | followed her, eager to obey and burning 
with the desire. The torture devices and the whole town gave me the impression that we were lost 


somewhere in the past, and the stables were just the right place to end up in for a little private time. 


We walked in and almost immediately saw the ladder that was propped up to the second level, with the stacks 
of hay. Meg turned to me with a wicked smile. 


"Care to play in the hay?" 
"Do you even have to ask?" 


We climbed up, and | pulled the ladder up in case someone would decide to intervene in our adventure. Meg 
pulled off her jacket, throwing it on the bed of straw and pushing me down. My eager hands quickly unbuttoned 
her blouse, while our lips came together in a steamy dance, igniting our passion further. For the moment | 
forgot where we were and melted into desire, my body arching under my fiery girl, my hands pulling her 
closer, and my lips trailing over her skin She answered with a light moan, popping the button on my jeans open 
and tugging my pants down. | pushed my jacket sleeves off and she scrunched my shirt up, making me shiver 


in urge. 


Her lips slid on my chest and down to my stomach, hands grasped my erection, and | arched again, impatiently 
pushing her head down it in foretaste of pleasure. She obeyed my will, crowning her warm lips on my tip, and | 
pushed up with a sigh. 


"Oh. Meg..." 
Her lips devoured my hardness and | gripped my hands into her hair. "Fuck." 


She continued down my shaft, working her pants off at the same time, and | indulged myself in pushing her up 
and down on me, setting a fast rhythm. She tightened her lips around me and pulled back with a smile, 


whispering. 
"No, baby.. | want to ride my stallion...” 


She quickly maneuvered on top of me, throwing her jeans to the side, and | gasped, feeling her warmth 
enveloping my cock. My hips raised, pushing in, and she gripped at my shoulders, sliding all the way to the base. 


"Mmmnon.. Kirk." 


| bucked under her, and she giggled when my hands cupped her breasts, tugging her closer to me. Our lips 
met, speeding up our movements, letting go and meeting again to muffle our moans. My thrusts became 
deeper, needing more of her, and my hands slid to her hips, pulling, craving. She gasped for air and sat up 
straight, moving up and down, her breasts dancing with our movements. Her lips parted to crying out my name 
in her release and | followed her with my peak, breathing out hers. The last jerks of our bodies subsided, 


leaving warm, tingling sensations to run through our blood. 

She froze on top of me, looking deep into my eyes, her naked alabaster skin almost glowing, offset by the 
darkness of the wood wall behind her. The ray of the sunset pushed through dark skies, and sudden breeze 
from the window moved her hair, floating it up, and spreading it over her shoulders. Meg's red locks flared up, 
ignited by the sun ray, like wild flames surrounding her face. Her eyes peered into mine, and | sighed, 
absolutely bewitched by the picture in front of me. Her hands slowly moved on my chest, burning my skin, and 
her lips moved with a whisper. 

"| love you." 


"Marry me." | breathed out the words that came from my burning heart. 


"Kirk." She gasped, lowering her face to mine and | sighed again, letting the flames of her hair dance between 


my fingers. 
"Meg, marry me." 


"Are you serious.. or did you just say it in the heat of the moment?" Her eyes peered into mine, and my heart 


answered, 


"| know.. | picked the wrong time and the wrong place again.. and | don't have a ring.. but this is what | feel, 


what | want.. more that anything in this world.. for you to marry me..” 


She gasped and bit her lip, her hazel eyes flickered with golden sparks and tearing up as | breathed in, burning 
for the answer. My eyes begged her and my lips let out my plea. 


"Please... marry me." 


"l. l'd love to marry you, Kirk" Her lips enclosed mine and | melted into a kiss, feeling my heart beating a 


victory solo in my chest. Mine.. forever.. my Goddess of Fire.. my love.. 
When our lips parted, she smiled and | pulled her to me once more. "Mine." 


"Yours." 


(Meg's POV) 


We lay in each other's arms, still half naked, giggling and making plans for the upcoming wedding, when a sudden 
thought entered my mind, making me tense up. Oh.. God.. | wonder what Kirk's mom would think of me.. would 
this all be too fast for her.. and my mom.. oh shit.. At least my mother's met Kirk, even if it was briefly, but 
I've never met his. Anxiety rose up in me with that thought and Kirk brushed his lips against mine when he 


felt it. 
"My family will love you." 


"My mom liked you.. but my brothers are.. well, they're a bit hard to please, but.. who cares! Oh my God.. 


Kirk, we're really doing it aren't we?" | looked into his eyes and he smiled back at me. 

"As soon as possible.. how about during our break.. ten days should be enough time to get everyone to San 
Francisco.. your mom's already there, your brothers aren't that far, your father is back from the New York, 
and my family is nearby--" 


| jumped up, not letting him finish, my heart started to beat somewhere in my throat. 


"Oh my God Kirk! My father! | never told him anything! Oh God.. he'll be sooo pissed of fl Shit.." How could | 
forget?! Oh, crap! 


"He will.. he didn't like me?" Kirk sat up. 


Its not that, it's.. God.. He's worked with bands before, he knows.. he.. and this was supposed to be my first 


job. and l.. | can just hear him going on and on about how unprofessional of me this is.. how | made the worst 
mistake.. and this whole mess with mom.. he'll blame her, her bad influence.. Oh God..." | slowly pulled my 
clothes on, while my thoughts raced in my head. 


There will be another ugly fight, | can just hear my parents going at each other. My father would be blaming 
mom and she would blame him, since he's the one who got me this job.. oh.. fuck.. Kirk touched my shoulder 
and pulled me out of my unpleasant thoughts. 


"Maybe if | talk to him.. explain that it's serious, that | love you." He pulled me closer, kissing my cheek. "Tell 
him | love you with all my heart" 


"| know my father.. and | won't let you to talk to him alone. I'll call him first.. and then we'll see.." Let him blow 


off some steam.. let him simmer over the news.. 
"Do you think | should to ask him for your hand? | could do that." His brown eyes looked at me with worry. 
"No. I'm an adult. l'Il tell him that we're getting married and.. and if he doesn't approve, it's his loss. As much 


as | would love to for him to be there.." | trailed off into my thoughts. | am an adult.. and if this also means | 


have to find a new job.. fuck.. 

"Meg, we can wait if you want to." 

"Nope, | made up my mind. Ill tell him that there is a wedding and that he's invited" | forced a smile on my 
face and Kirk's face relaxed. Poor baby.. | think the thought of asking my father for my hand scared him 
senseless. Now lets get our good mood back 

"We need to clean up a bit and get back to our friends, you look like you were rolling around in hay!" | smiled 
pulling straw out of his hair. Tomorrow I'll call my father... no, I'll call mom first, I'm sure right after | talk to 
him he'll call mom, | need to prepare her.. | wish all this was simple.. 

| straightened up my clothes and walked to the window, chasing my worry away. For today, | need to keep 
happy.. my love proposed to me, | love him so much, | am happy. l'm more than happy! | looked out, watching 


bright red clouds slowly swallowing the last visible part of the sun. Kirk stepped behind me and hugged me. 


"I love you." Kirk's lips nibbled on my skin, bringing a smile to my face, and | turned to him, embracing him in a 


hug. 


"I love you too, and that is all that matters." | relaxed into his arms and breathed out with relief. That is all 
that matters, not the past, not the future, the way we are right here, right now, at this very moment. 


Kirk moved closer to the window and let go of my waist. "ls that Alex? Is she crying?" 


| turned and saw my friend sitting by the gate with her face in her hands. "What in the Hell? What happened? 


And where's James?" 


(Alex's POV) 


| ran through the next few halls with tears clouding my vision. Another group of tourists blocked my way, and 
they all turned around to look at me. I'm no more than an artifact.. just an artifact.. a monster.. | stopped, 
wiping tears off my face. | belonged here on display, with things that came from my era.. | belonged in the 


museum.. | felt their eyes piercing me through, and backed out to the door | saw between display cases. 


My feet carried me through the long empty corridor, through another door, and past a big room full of boxes. 
My heart pumped loudly in my throat, chest tightened, | was surrounded by half open boxes with armor, 
saddles, and weapons, most of them in the process of restoration. | caught a glimpse of something moving by 
my side and quickly turned. The bleary image of a young woman looked at me from the big ancient silver 


mirror. 


Memory of my castle brought forth my image from similar mirrors, and | stepped back, gripping my head. 
Ancient artifact.. nothing more.. My back hit the wall and it moved, sliding open. | breathed in the chilly outside 
air and slid down to the ground, hiding my face into my hands. He. he's disgusted by me.. he can't even stand 


my touch.. Gods, kill me now, if you have any compassion at all, let me die.. 


| stood up and slowly walked across the yard, stopping at the fence. | looked over the city lights, tears filled 
my eyes before | closed them, lowering my head. Something soft nibbled at my shoulder, warm breath blew 
over my face with a very familiar snorting sound, and | opened my eyes. Beautiful big brown eyes looked back 
at me with interest, ears moving catching sounds, and nostrils flared up, pulling in smells. The horse stepped 


closer, pushing my shoulder with it's face. 
"Hi, there." My hands stroked the warm fur, but the horse stepped back, looking at something behind me. 


"You're not supposed to be here." The words gripped at my spine, waking up a painful memory, and | quickly 
turned, meeting the penetrating gaze. Shivers shook my body and scrambled my mind. 


Two charcoal eyes paralyzed me with fear, my body shook, a cold grip twisting my stomach. Blood pumped 
loudly in my temples, clouding the figure in front of me, and my mind replaced it with the long forgotten image 
of the gypsy, as | saw her lips moving to repeat. 


"You are not supposed to be here." 


My heart fluttered in my chest, dropping down in horror. My lips moved, barely whispering "Oh. no." in a heat 
wave followed by the gravely cold shivers. | gasped, feeling my mind going blank while someone ripped the 
ground from under my feet, and the world spun. The black eyes floated forward, swallowing everything around 


me... 


(James' POV) 
"Alex... I'm sorry.. this is all.. its not what you think.. its just.. its so big.. and you're her.. and you're...” 


| tried to push myself away from the wall to run after Alex, but my body refused to move, still paralyzed. 
Mind turned words that slowly crept like a cold streams down my body, freezing my legs to the floor. She's 
real.. it's all real.. and she is who she said she is.. My eyes focused on the soapstone. She is her.. I's not a 
fairytale, it's the truth.. cold, unbelievable truth.. and it's so big.. so fucking.. messed up.. mind blowing.. 


Alex's face floated in front of the stone cold image, her ocean green-blue eyes gazed into mine, lips whispered 


‘James.. it's still me. You.. you never believed me before, did you?" 


| did.. | believed you, but it was like.. like believing that there is a God.. somewhere, somehow.. and this... this is 
like meeting him in person. The proof.. the fact.. cold fact, as cold as this stone, staring at me through the 
ages with your face. Alex's lips moved, quivering, ‘you can't even stand to be touched by me.. you think I'm a 


freak.. a monster. 


No.. no.. you're not.. you're not a monster.. you're.. you're.. My hand moved over my face and stopped on my 
neck, fingers slid on the metal of my pendant. You're my Alex.. and | love you.. and all of this.. it doesn't 
matter.. all | know is | love you.. whoever you are.. Time brought you to me.. because we're meant to be 
together.. Nothing would ever make me stop loving you... nothing.. not even the fact that you're a real ancient 


princess.. nothing.. you're mine.. my Alex, and nothing else matters. 


The group of the people walked into the hall and the guide's words snapped me back from my thoughts. He 
started his story and a thought hit my mind, gripping into my spine with a cold flash. The rest of our group 
will be here.. and they will hear the story.. someone would notice that she looked like Alex.. and her pendant, 
they've all seen it.. they will ask her about it.. | know that no one will make this unbelievable connection, but 
they will talk how much they look alike.. remind her, hurt her with the questions, and she would have to lie.. 
no.. | have to protect her.. She trusted me with her secret and | must protect her. | have to find them and.. | 
have do something.. so no one will see this. | pushed away from the wall and walked on my still numb legs in 


the direction that Alex ran earlier. 

My eyes stopped on a bright red square on the wall on my way out of the hall. No one must see this.. The 
decision only took one second to make, my hand pulled the lever down, a warning beeping flooding the air around 
me, and | turned the corner, leaving the hall with Alex's secret behind me. In the flashing red lights in the next 


hall, full of people following their tour guide to the exit, | pulled on the sleeve of the man closest to me. 


"Have you seen a girl with dark long hair passing through here a few minutes ago?" 


(Meg's POV) 


What the hell? | watched my friend slowly get up and walk to the fence, she lowered her face into her hands 
and | turned to Kirk, quickly fixing my top. 


"Hurry, something's wrong, she's crying!" | looked back out the window and saw Alex petting a horse that was 
standing on the other side of the fence. 


"You think they had a fight?" He handed me my jacket, quickly zipping his pants. 

"| don't know." Maybe someone walked in on them doing something and she ran.. then where the fuck is James? 
Maybe they got separated.. or. no. why the fuck would she cry then? No. something happened.. something bad 
between her and James.. shit.. and it has to be now.. when me and Kirk.. of fuck, l'm such a selfish bitch! | 
quickly pulled my jacket on, jerking the sides down in anger at myself. What is wrong with me? My best friend 
is crying and | think of my ruined moment of happiness! 

Some woman walked out from the museum, looked at Alex, and said something. Alex's body jerked as if she was 
spooked, and she quickly turned with a white face, backing into the fence. The woman said something again and | 
saw my friend raising her hand to her throat before dropping down on the ground. 


"Alex!" | jumped to the ladder, skipping over a few steps and ran out of stables. 


"What the fuck?" Kirk got ahead of me and dropped on his knees by her listless body. "Alex!" He pulled her into 


his arms and raised his head to me with worried eyes. "She's out cold." 


“Alex! Oh. fuck. what in the hell?" | pulled my jacket off, propping it under Alex's head and looking at her white, 


almost mask-like face. 


"What happened?" | turned to the woman. She looked at me for a second then ran to the door screaming back 


to us. "Sie sollte nicht hier sein!" 
She turned and pointed at a sign on the door that read ‘Restricted area. Authorized personnel only: 


Suddenly the lights above the door flashed red and the screeching noise of a fire alarm hit the air. The woman 


ran inside, screaming back. "Ich bringe hilfe!" 
"| don't fucking speak German!" | looked back at my friend's pale face and shook her by her shoulders. 


"Alex! 


(James' POV) 


| followed the long corridor and the big hall with boxes, searching for Alex, when | heard someone screaming 


something in German. The big loading door opened, letting a dark haired, dark eyed woman in, and she pulled at 


my sleeve, pointing outside. 


"Ihnen helfen!" She pushed me to the door and as soon as | ran outside me heart skipped in my chest. Meg and 


Kirk on their knees by Alex's body on the ground. 


"Alex! Are you okay? Alex talk to mel" Meg was shaking her friend by the shoulders, | pushed to her, dropping 
on my knees, gripping her stone cold and pale face in my hands. 


"Alex! What happened? Alex!" Her eyelashes twitched, white lips moved with a faded whisper. Blue-green eyes 
brought her face to life. 


"Are you okay?" 


"No.." She looked at me and closed her eyes, pushing out of my hands and trying to sit up, but | pulled her to 
me, feverishly whispering into her ear. 


"I'm sorry.. lm sorry | freaked out.. | love you.. | will always love you, no matter what.." 
Y Y Y Y Y 


"Oh, thank God, you're okay! You're okay, right? What the hell is all this about? What did that womon tell you?" 
Meg caught Alex hand. 


Im okay.. she. she just scared me.. |. | don't need help, | can stand up on my own." She looked into my eyes 
and | felt my heart dropping down at the sight of pain in her eyes. A lump covered my throat and | gripped 
into her hand, struggling to find the right words. 


"| love you.. l'm sorry.. Alex." 
y Yy 


"IFs okay.. it's." Alex looked down, pushing my hand away. She looked at Meg and Kirk by her side and stood up. 
"Everything is fine.. | was just.. just tired, that's all.. too much of everything in one day.. to much for 
everyone.." She looked at me and | tried to pull her back to me, but she stepped away. 


"Nothing is fine, you're fucking pale, we need to get you to a hospital or something." Meg wrapped her arms 


around Alex. 


"No... | just... | need to.. | need to.. Meg.. l.. | need to borrow money from you and.. if you can get me to the 


airport." 
"Airport? What the fuck is going on?" Meg's eyes burrowed into me. 


"Alex no, please.. guys would you just let us talk" | gripped to her shoulder but she stepped back again, turning 
to the fence. Meg gave me another killer look but Kirk pulled her to back to the museum building and she 
followed. Some people came running out of the door and Meg turned her attention to them, letting us talk in 


private. The fear of losing Alex turned the world upside down, making my heart beat fast somewhere in my 


throat. | pulled her to me, turning her in need to see her eyes, and breathing out the only thing that my mind 


could come up with at the moment. 
"Alex, l'm sorry.. I'm sorry | freaked out." 


"IFs okay, James.. | understand.. your reaction said it all.. there is nothing else to say.. it's better if | just 
leave." Her eyes pulled away from mine and | cupped her face in my hands. No... no.. no.. my heart trembled as 
| desperately tried to stop this madness, stop her from leaving, take that moment back, just rewind it all and 
erase it. My mind drew a blank, thoughts scattered in fear, and | wrapped my arms around her, breathing out 
through the suffocating lump. 


"No, | wont let you.. | love you.. and nothing else matters... please forgive me, | was.. it was.. my reaction was 
not what | feel.. not how | felt.. it was wrong and." 


"No... it was the right one.. the reaction of a man to a monster." Blue-green eyes full of pain raised to mine 


and my heart sank. 


"Alex, you're not.. | love you and l.. | can't.. please don't leave me." Her tear-filled eyes gazed into mine. My 
arms pulled her closer, mind scrambled, trying to find the right words, stuck in repeat. | love you... | love you.. 
| breathed in, feeling her moving in my arms, and panic gripped into my body, making me send my plea to her 


eyes. 


"Please read me.. you always knew how to read me.. read what is in my heart.. | can't find the right words.. 
please just read my heart." Her eyes soften and a tear dropped down, slithering it's way over her cheek. | 
wiped the watery streak off and looked back into her eyes. She parted her lips with a whisper. 


"| don't belong here.. in this world." Blue-green oceans filed with pain and love bled another tear, and my heart 


flew up with an answer. 


"That's not true.. you belong here.. you belong with me." 


(Alex's POV) 


"Alex.. please stay..." 


My eyes reached deeper into blue, and my mind stopped all thoughts for a second, letting my heart make a 
decision. His eyes begged me, there was nothing in them but love, love and fear, but not fear of me, it was 
fear of losing me. He does love me and | know | can't live without him.. | lost him once, am | going to lose him 
again.. no.. | can't.. Oh, Gods.. help me.. | breathed in, feeling lost and uncertain, my lips parted and James held 


his breath. My heart trembled in my chest, mind searching for the right answer, diving into the depths of my 


soul. 
"Um. guys, sorry to interrupt, but.. we should go." Kirk pulled on James' arm. 
"Not now Kirk!" Blue eyes didn't move away, still gazing into mine with a plea. Kirk continue with a whisper. 


"James, the police is looking for a tall man with long blond hair who pulled the alarm. lim assuming that was 
you. Right now they're looking in the crowd of people up front, and Meg is lying to the museum security that 
we were all here when alarm went off, but if that woman returns, she saw us, she knows.. sooner or later the 


police will make their way in here and.. James, if we don't leave now, you're going to be arrested" 


"| don't fucking care! Alex.. please stay." Blue eyes didn't even blink, still gazing into mine. James took my hand 
and placed in over his chest. My mind slowly turned and thoughts emerged, drifting in the fog, lighting up and 
chasing the darkness away. He was protecting me.. protecting my secret. our secret.. Even after he freaked 
out, he was acting to protect me. Kirk went back to the crowd, leaving us to each other and | breathed out 


my answer. 


"James. I'll stay, but only if you're absolutely sure this is what you want. | know you wish it was all simple, 
that | was just a normal girl who grew up in San Francisco, but.. I'm not." 


"| didn't fall in love with her.. or anyone else.. it was you, it was always you.. from the very beginning... in that 
picture that brought me to you, it was you.. it was meant to be you.. | know it now.. it never could've been 
anyone else but you.. that's why it's so strong.. it was meant to be." He took my hand and placed in over his 
chest, | felt his heart pounding and my heart answered in sync with his, melting away the remains of the 
darkness of my doubt. Fog vanished and suddenly everything became clear. | breathed out, overwhelmed with 


love, and reached for his lips, melting into love, let it surround us, erasing everything else around. 


(Meg's POV) 


| closely watched my friends on the way to the bus, and while we were waiting for everyone to come back and 
settle down. | wanted so badly to pull Alex aside and ask her what happened, but James held her hand, not 
leaving her for a second, both were glowing with love, hugging and kissing nonstop, so | let them be. It seemed 
that whatever happened between them brought them even closer together, and | finally breathed out with 
ease, returning to my own happiness. All | wanted right now was to share it with everyone, and Kirk read my 
mind, lowering his head to me with a whisper. 


"You think it would be selfish of us to share our news right now? You know.. James and Alex.. it looks like they 


made up and are okay.” 
"| think so too.. but lets wait till | find out for sure." 


Everyone on the bus was talking about the town and the museum. Tim started showing off his sword, praising 


Alex and pulling my friend into an unwanted spot light. | looked at her and bit my lip, thinking of a way to have 


a little talk with her alone. Her eyes met mine and | read ‘help’ in her gaze. 


"Alex, can you help me with my camera. The rewind is stuck and | need to pull the film out. Can you hold one 


of the blankets from inside of the restroom, | need complete darkness." 


"Surel" She quickly got up, mouthing ‘thanks' as she grabbed the blanket off her seat and followed me. | turned 


around, loudly announcing to the whole bus. 
"Everyone, the restroom is out of order for a few minutes." 
As soon as Alex locked the door | turned to her. 


"What happened?" 


(Alex's POV) 


| spilled my heart out to my friend, whispering the events of the evening to her, and after | was done she 
pulled me into a hug. 


"God, don't you wish to kill guys for their wrong reactions sometimes! But seriously.. you know, to think of it 


all.. | would've probably freaked out too. a little, if | saw your face on that ancient stone." 


"I know.. | thought about about that.. even | was freaked out.. all that just. if before | had a small, tiny hope, 
that somehow it was all just a figment of my imagination, | actually hoped that maybe l'm just a little bit 
crazy.. But seeing it and hearing my story from someone else... it.. it dismissed all those thoughts. And now.. 
it's all so clear to me. He was shocked when he saw the cold fact.. he freaked out, and | was in the wrong 
state of mind at that moment to read him.. but then.. he accepted me as | am. | read it in his eyes, | felt it in 
his heart.. he loves me, he loves the real me.. it's true love. It's like all this shook us up, made both of us face 
reality and pulled our deepest feelings to the surface. It opened us up to each other completely. It was like a 


test from the Gods, you know. A test we both passed” 
"God, Alex, l'm so happy for you! So you're even more in love with him now?" Meg's eyes widened. 


"I don't think it's humanly possible.. but.. now | know where | belong." In his arms. forever. | smiled at my own 


thoughts and Meg mirrored my smile. 


‘Oh, my.. this is so great! This town was like a Godsend for all of us!" She bit her lip and | saw her eyes 
shining with secret happiness. 


"Oh my Gods! | can see it in your eyes, it's something big! Tell!" 
"Alex... it's not just big, it's like.. huge.. me and Kirk.. he asked me to marry him." 


I'm sure everyone on the bus heard us screaming in the restroom, and if anyone would've seen us hugging and 
jumping in each other's arms like idiots, they may have had a different opinion about our state of minds. | let 
go of my friend and pulled the blanket off the door, opening it. The bus was silent and everyone was staring at 
the us with a question in their eyes. | turned to look at Meg and she smiled at Kirk, giving him a small nod. His 
face lit up, he cleared his throat and spoke. 


"Um.. everyone.. me and Meg have a little announcement.” 


XXXXVIL 


XXXXVIl 


(Kirk's POV) 


| was smiling nonstop since we shared our happiness with my Metallica family. A call to my mother left me 
grinning like a fool for the next few days. They were all happy for us, congratulating us, and Mom even started 
to cry and my sister had to take over the phone, screaming that they couldn't wait to meet Meg and that | 
had to bring her home right this minute so the they could all hug her. Happiness fogged my mind and made 
my heart sing, letting the guitar speak it all to the rest of the world. When the gig was over and | stepped out 
of the shower, | notice James smiling at me. 


"If you don't stop with the idiotic grin, I'll have to fucking hurt you a litle." 

"| can't... | just can't, you have no idea how happy | am!" 

"We'll have to give you a focking killer bachelor party! Fock.. never thought you'd be the focking first to get 
married, and to the perfect girl no lees!" Lars pulled his towel off his head and whip lashed the wet tip on my 
butt. 

"Ouch!" | winced through the smile. "I know, she is perfect isn't she?" 

"And I'm not just talking about her focking looks! | mean, this is perfect, she can work with us, no need to be 
apart, you know? Would be hard to fock with the groupies though.. many will die from the disappointment.” 


Lars giggled and | caught his towel, returning the blow. 


"Fuck the groupies, what do | need them for when I'll have my love with me all the time! This couldn't get any 
better!" 


"Won't you get tired of the same girl?" Jason smirked, but his eyes were smiling. 
"Not a chance in Hell" My foxy Lady overshadows every girl I've ever met. Since we've been together | hadn't 


even looked at other girls.. | really didn't... | just don't see them.. dont want them.. don't need them. My smile 


grew wider when | caught James’ understanding look. 


(Meg's POV) 


| laid in Kirk's arms, listening to the busy street behind the window in the night, my thoughts scattered, 
unsettled, and disturbing. My talk with my mother wasn't so bad, she was happy for me, with her normal 


parental worry about the future, the talk with my father on the other hand was the one that put me in this 
state. 


| pulled my hand from Kirk's chest and got up, covering myself with a hotel robe. | needed to cool off my 
overheated mind, | needed fresh air and | needed to know that | was doing the right thing. My father didn't say 
anything negative about Kirk or about my decision to get married. | wish he did, then | would've just jumped on 


the offense and forgot about the whole conversation. But no, he didn't do that.. he did worse. 


He said he's happy for me and that he's wishing me all the happiness in the world and that he hopes that my 
love can overcome everything that lays ahead. He said there is nothing wrong with just being a band 
photographer, letting go of my other dreams. He also said that l'm just like him and reminded me of how he 
met mom. He said he hoped that my marriage would not keep me from my career, that my husband would 
understand this and my marriage wouldn't end like his and my mother's. 


That stirred my mind and left me thinking about all the things to come, thinking about things | held deep in me, 
afraid to pull them out in the open. | looked at Kirk and open the window wider, a cold breeze racing through 
my hair, followed by streams of cold thoughts that painfully dug into my heart. 


My contract ends with the tour, so another year we wil be together, and then.. then the guys plan to start 
recording the new album and our paths will take us away from each other. Of course | can renew the contract 
and stay with the band, but that wasn't what | wanted. Just being a band photographer forever was not what 
| had in mind. Even when | started to work with my father, the part | enjoyed most was photographing nature. 


The peace and serenity of unraveling and catching the beauty of a simple dead leaf, the cork patterns of the 
trees, the fury of waterfall streams, the drops of dew on a blade of grass.. The beauty of mountains, the 
breathtaking colors of sunset and sunrise, that was what made me happy.. No need to be at the center of 
attention, just me and mother nature. That is what | loved, not the crowded pavilions, not overwhelming masses 
of people, not the attention of paparazzi.. But nature was not part of my love's word. And that's where our 
paths would go in different directions. 


| assured my father that our plan to go to Africa and the rain forest were not going to change, | wanted it, | 
dreamed about it and now | was hoping | could do this. Half a year apart.. a long distance relationship.. how 
would we overcome it? How will we manage to stay together when we're miles apart? Will we manage? Is our 


love strong enough for this? Am | making the right decision? Would he understand this? Understand that his 


busy and out on the open life is not for me? 


| wish it was all simple, | wish | was happy to be a band photographer, | wish Kirk could go with me.. | wish | 
didn't have to choose between love and the pursuit of my calling.. why am | thinking about this? Maybe its not 
all so bad and | don't have to sacrifice anything... I'm fooling myself, my father knew exactly what to say. He 
knew he will start me on thinking about the future, he knew | would look back at him and my mother and that 


| would question my decision! 


My mind turned and | looked out the window, raising my chin up to the challenge of the world Everything that 


happens is for a reason, we never know what life will throw at us. I'm happy right now, I'm in love and he's 
here with me right now at this moment, and I'm not going to let the darkness of possible things to come 
tarnish this happiness for me. Fuck no! | shut the window and Kirk moved on the bed, opening his eyes. 


"Meg? What are you doing out of bed?" He turned on his back and his big brown eyes shined, reflecting the 
street lights. He'll never hurt me.. he loves me as much as | love him. We can do this, we'll overcome all of 
this. We can stand up to the world together and win. We need to win. He smiled and | pulled the curtains 
together tightly, then dropped my robe on the chair, returning into his arms. 


"| was just closing the window, baby. Don't want to hear anything but your heart beating beside mine." 


XXXXVIII. 


XXXXVIII 


(James' POV) 


| have no idea why the fuck you dragged me here with you." | growled, watching Kirk slowly move along the 
counters. | felt out of place in this store as soon as we stepped in and now, almost an hour later, it was all 


getting on my nerves. 


"Because this is something that the best man is supposed to do, help the groom." Kirk smiled and returned his 
eyes To the rows of rings. 


"| didn't asked to be one, you should've picked Lars." | muttered under my breath and Kirk turned to me with a 
sigh. 


"James... you're my best friend and | know Lars is pissed at me for choosing you, so is Jason, but they both 
knew | would pick you! And not just because Alex is the maid of honor. So stop being a dick" 


Fine..." | tried my best of soften up my voice, but the grumpiness still made its way into my words.’Aren't 
you supposed to have a fucking engagement ring before you propose?" 


"| didn't plan it, | didn't even think about that before. | did it because that was how | felt, it felt right at the 


moment.” 
"You know, normal people usually think about it for a fucking long time before going through with it" 


"Glad I'm not normal, then. Besides, we wouldve come here anyway to get the wedding bands. What do you 
think about this one?" His finger slid on the glass and stopped. 


"Hamster, don't fucking ask. They all look like rings to me, some just bigger, some smaller, that's all. And it's 
nothing to do with me being a dick, | really can't help with that! | have no knowledge about fucking jewelry!” | 
turned away from the counter and mentally snapped at myself. What the fuck am | so pissed at him for? 


Because | don't fucking want to be here, because the whole decor of this fucking place gives me the creeps. 
Because he's always one step ahead of me, from the very beginning! We met the girls on the same day. He 
asked Meg out before | worked up my nerves to ask Alex, and really, | never did ask her out, it all just fell into 
place. He told Meg he loves her long before | could open up to Alex, and now they're getting married and... and 
l'm.. l'm not there yet. And all this makes me feel fucking pressured! 


| do love Alex, | love her more than anyone but.. | haven't thought about marriage. | just never thought that 


far ahead! Marriage is something that ties you up, its suppose to last forever.. and family comes with kids 
and responsibilities.. and l'm only twenty-five! I'm not ready.. l'm just not fucking ready. I'm happy where we 
are right now with Alex and all this would fuck it up! Now she'll be waiting for me to take another step and I'm 
not fucking ready. Fucking Kirk with his do as you feel at the moment thing. Fuck! | pushed my hands into my 
pockets and jerked my jacket down. 


"Are you fucking done yet?" | glared at Kirk and he turned to me with a ring in his hand. 


"| think this is it! It's perfect! The shape, the size. and it looks great with that wedding band. She will love it.. | 


hope." | read the silent question in his eyes and snapped. 


"Is great, now fucking pay for it and let's go to the bar, the guys are waiting for us" There will be no escape 
from talk about the wedding.. not even at the bar. More about the bachelor party, but still.. | fucking hate it 
all. At least there's booze there.. 


All | wanted is to be alone with Alex for this short break in the tour.. that was all | wanted. Just me and her 
and not one word about the fucking wedding, and instead, | barely saw her the last three days. Fuck! 


(Alex's POV) 


All Meg ever wanted was a small ceremony with a few people, but her mother had a different plan. She had 
finally given up and agreed to do the ceremony on the beach, just like Meg wanted, but she put her foot down 
about the reception. She also dismissed all protests about the wedding planner and flew one from LA, and by 
day three we agreed that she was right, we needed one. | never thought about how much work wedding planing 
took. Every day since we came back to San Francisco, Meg, her mother, me, and Ashley, the wedding planner, 
spent in a shopping frenzy. Meg and her mother were arguing with each other about every little thing, with 
Ashley taking Missis Gary's side and leaving me to stand up for my friend. 


The simple ceremony grew from six people on the beach into a setting with at least fifty people, the venue, 
the music, tables, flowers, dresses, and decorations. Meg's father took over the the photographer part and all 
that was needed for that. We felt overwhelmed with all of it, but Ashley quickly set everything in motion, she 
was really the best. In three days we had a dress, the flowers and food was ordered, and the place for the 
reception was booked for double the price since it was so short notice. Everything for the decorations was 
bought and a few of her assistants who she'd brought with her were busy making table arrangements with 


bowls of sand and sea shells with white bows on them. 


Every table and my and Meg's offices were turned into storage rooms with premade décor. Most of the time 
we were out on the hunt and our house was full of people. Chaos was everywhere and on top of it all | had to 
plan a bridal shower for Meg. The boys were staying away form all this craziness, hiding in the studio, lucky 
bastards! By the end of each day | was dead tired and the worst part of it all was that | only saw James at 
night. 


Today was one of those insane days and when we finally got home we talked for hours about the cake we had 
ordered and about the ice figure we looked at earlier. Meg suddenly realized that her shoes would be out of 
place in the sand. Ashley took that challenge head on and in just one hour everything was reorganized to fit 
the scene of the ceremony. Multiple phone calls later to make the changes and | finally broke free, escaping 


into my room. 


| barely made it up the stairs and fell onto the bed without even attempting to pull my clothes off. My eyes 
drifted closed and | breathed out. Gods.. | will be so happy when this is over.. | had no idea how much work was 
involved in a wedding. | mean, l'm very happy for Meg and Kirk, | really am, but this was all so much.. so much 
of something | hated doing. Shopping, picking colors, flowers, fucking cake, dresses, shoes.. when all | wanted was 
to be alone with James. Ten quiet days with no gigs, no work, no crazy schedule.. that was all | wanted. Just 


me and him... 


The door opened and my love stepped in, closing it shut behind him. | opened my eyes and watched him 
carefully undress, making sure he doesn't make any noise. | am tired.. dead tired.. he does think I'm sleeping.. 
but | do want him, | miss him. | felt James sitting down on the bed, his arms reaching for me, and when his 


lips touched my shoulder | smelled alcohol. 


"Baby, why are you dressed?" He pulled me into his arms, nibbling on my neck. Gods, | miss him, | haven't seen 


him all day! Fuck the tiredness! 


"Coz, | was so tired | just collapsed on the bed. Did you bring me a beer?" Or something stronger.. to wash all 
these dresses and flowers out of my head. 


"Aaaww. you poor thing! | can go get one if you want." 

'No.. they're probably still there in the kitchen, if you go they will suck you into the planning.’ 

"Yeah, they got Kirk, | was smarter and sneaked in through the garage. Let me help you.. the least | can do is 
undress you." His smiling lips slid to my neck and his hands started to unbutton my shirt. His lips continued to 
my skin and | pulled him closer, feeling my body shiver in his arms. 

| wrapped my arms around his neck and he lifted me up, pulling my top off. His hands returned to my body, 
lips flew to mine, and tender kisses dismissed it all, filling me with tingling energy. James’ hands worked my 
jeans open and he broke the kiss, moving his lips to my chest. Warmth splashed over me while his hands 
tugged my pants off and he let go of me. 

"Are you really very tired?" In the light of the nightstand | saw his eyes sparkling with need and smiled. 


"OF shopping and talking, yes. | was half dead and couldn't move, but you came and breathed the life back into 


me." | reached for his lips, pulling him to me, sliding my hands along his back. My lips let go of his and | 
whispered into his ear, lightly biting his earlobe. 


"| miss you... 


"Me too.." He pulled the rest of my clothes off and pulled me on top of him. "I was hoping this break in the 


tour would give us time to be alone.. ten days with no one but us.." 
"We'll still have three days left for us, after the wedding." 


‘lm so looking forward to it.. we'll spend them in bed.. | already thought about it, Kirk and Meg going to Hawaii, 


we can go somewhere too, since Meg's Mom and Scott will still be here in the house. What do you say?" 
"As long as it's somewhere with a huge bed, bathtub, and no people, l'm all for it!" 


"Mnnn.. bathtub! That's a great ideal And what are we going to do in it?" He pushed me to the side, pressing 
me into the covers with his weight, and | giggled when his hair tickled my face. 


"We're going to bathe in it, you're going to wash me and l'm going to wash you..” 


"Just bathe?" He quirked his eyebrow and cupped my breast. | breathed out a moan when his fingers rolled 
over my nipple. His pulsating flesh rubbed on my thigh and my body shivered with desire. Gods | wish we were 
alone now, not in a house full of people, or at the very least that our bedroom was sound proof. 


"Bathe first, and then.. then I'll slid on your lap, like this." | pushed him on his back, straddling his torso with an 
evil smile. His hands pulled on my hips, guiding me up and pulling me down onto him. His lips parted with a gasp 
and his eyes peered into mine. As our bodies interlocked, we both breathed out a moan, letting our love take 


over our minds, letting all thoughts melt into the passion. 


(James' POV) 


When the last ripple of orgasm left my body | pressed Alex to me, pulling a wet lock of her hair off her face. 
She smiled and slid off of me, breathing heavily into my neck. 


"| love you... SO much... 


"| love you more." | kissed her hand and laid it on my chest, covering it with mine. As my breathing slowed, 
my mind emerged from the haze of ecstasy and my earlier thoughts returned. | love you.. but I'm not ready.. 
I'm not. | want to spend my life with you, but I'm just not ready to be tied up.. | want to take care of you, | 
want you with me always.. but I'm not ready to be.. a husband. I'm not ready to start a family.. I'm free now 


and I'm here with you because | want to be, but marriage is.. something I'm not ready for.. 


As if Alex read my thoughts, she slid her hand on my chest and whispered. 

"| can't believe in a few days Meg will be Missis Hammett.. a married woman.. seems so surreal." 
"I know.." | tensed up at her words and after a little pause she rose up and looked into my eyes. 
"James... is something wrong?" 

"No.. why?" | felt a mountain pressing on my chest. 


"| can read it in your voice." Her eyes peered into mine and | brushed my hand through her hair, concentrating 


my eyes on her locks, which were sliding between my finger. 


Its nothing.. really, nothing to worry about, just some band stuff" The words flew out without thinking and 
she grasped my face into her hands. 


"Remember when you promised to never lie to me?" 


"Okay, its not the band.. really its nothing." | couldn't hold her gaze, and lowered my eyes. This is not the time 
for this talk.. | don't want to talk about it.. I'm afraid that this time you'll not get it.. Please don't.. 


"James... it's not part of what happened in Germany, is it? | mean." Her eyes sadden and | breathed out. 


"No, nol It has nothing to do with that! | love you and.. | never want to be without you.. and all this Kirk and 
Meg shit made me think. and.. " | never felt so uncomfortable in my whole life, the words got stuck 
somewhere in my throat, eyes drifting away from her blue-green gaze, panic setting my mind on fire, 
searching for the right words. Her eyes caught mine, her hand rose and brushed my hair, and a smile slowly 


appeared on her face. 


"You silly boy.. you're worried that | would want you to follow Kirk's example and ask me to marry you?" 


Alex's finger brushed over my lips, her eyes softened up and sparkled. 

‘James. I'm happy with you just as we are. Besides.. after there few crazy days, when | know how much work 
this wedding planning is, and how sick of all of this | am, | may never want to get married at all" She smiled at 
me and slid her lips on my chest. Mountain on my chest lifted and | smiled back, My tongue got ahead of my 


mind at ease. 


'So.. hypothetically speaking, if | would ask you to marry me right now, you would say..?" Oh... shit.. why did |.? 
What the fuck is wrong with me? 


She looked at me, then kissed my lips and sighed. 


"| would say.. no." 


Wait.. what? | rose above her, not believing what I'd just heard, suddenly feeling a pin of doubt. 
"You would say no to me? Really?" 
"James, we're speaking hypothetically." She smiled. 


"I know, but.. it still kind of hurts.. is it just because you're sick of all this wedding stuff, right?" My mind 


found explanation and | dared to smile. 
"That and.. there is also other reason" 


Other reason? Fuck.. Is it the Germany thing? Cold stone from the museum floated in my memory, words of 
the guide followed. Mountain come back crashing on my chest and making my heart skip. She.. she doesn't want 
to be my wife.. Why would you think she would? Who are you? She's a princess and you? She was set to 
marry a King.. is that it? I'm not a King, I'm not even a viking warrior.. I'm just a regular guy.. But she's with 
me.. she loves me.. then why? | guess all my thoughts were clearly written on my face and Alex pulled me 


closer, looking into my eyes. 


"James, | don't want you to ask me, just because our friends are getting married. You're not there yet, you're 
not ready, and | know that. | don't want you to ask me just because you feel pressured, it has to come from 
the heart and from the mind, just like that song you wrote for me. You have to really feel it, really want it. 
lm happy with you as we are right now, | really am. | love you, you love me, and we're together, that is all | 
want." She smiled and pulled me into a long and tender kiss. 


How does she do it? She just. she knows me. Every time. It's like she reads my mind. She's perfect, absolutely 
perfect. Shit.. now | want her to be my wife! Not yet.. but | do.. when the time comes.. when I'm ready.. | 


smiled into her mouth and let my mind drown in the kiss. 


XXXXIX 


XXXXIX 
(James' POV) 


| must admit, setting Kirk's bachelor party at the strip club, closed to everyone but us, was an awesome idea. 
No outsiders, just our extended friends and partial crew, no way in hell someone would record it, no cameras, 

no paparazzi. The wild party was at its peak, booze was flowing, the girls were good, and my mood was great. 

After a talk with Alex all my worries went away and | could relax and be happy for my friend. 


His marriage didn't threaten my relationship any longer, and | even went as far as going back to that cheesy 
shop right before the party and making a purchase. Nope, it wasn't an engagement ring, but it was a ring. | 
couldn't come up with a gift for Alex for Christmas, all | got her were a few crappy gifts, nothing special, and 
| wanted for it to be special, | just couldn't come up with anything. But after the talk, somehow | knew what | 
want to give her. And | think she would like it. | pressed my hand to my pocked, letting my fingers outline a 


small box, and smiled. She will.. it's perfect. 


| smirked at Kirk, who was trying his best to be frightful in the center of the strippers’ attention, and made 
my way to the restroom. | walked to the urinal and unzipped my pants, pulling out my half hard dick, and as 
soon as my fingers touched it jerked, hardening further. Fuck.. the girls are good. | drunkenly giggled, looking at 
my exited state. Great.. How am | suppose to piss with a hard on. Shit.. 


| tried to empty my head, but the muffled music made its way to my ears and | unconsciously started singing 


along. 


"A little less conversation, a little more action please. All this aggravation ain't satisfactioning me. A little more 


bite and a little less bark. fuck! Come on.. piss.. we're not doing anything else, just piss." 


| smirked watching my dick jerk again. Yeah. | know.. not going to happen. She was good, that lap dance was 
great. | must admit, | would've so hit that.. great tits, big and so full, and that ass, moving up and down.. right 


above my groin... mmmnnhh... nice.. 


What the fuck is wrong with me? | need to stop thinking about it, booze and the possibility of fucking some 


slut is not a good combination for me. Think about something else. 


Meanwhile the music continued to play, refusing let me be, and the next words settled in my tempted mind. 
‘Close your mouth and open up your heart and baby satisfy me! Um. fuck the mind, open your mouth and 
satisfy me! Just let me fuck your face, see those lips moving on my dick.. mmnn.. fuck! Stop it! What the 

fuck? You're fucking happy with Alex, you love her, stop thinking of some random whore! Shit.. I'm all horny 


now and Alex is in Vegas, enjoying her girls night out and will only be back tomorrow morning. Fuck. 


| made my best attempt to return my mind to pissing, but my body was way too preoccupied with the image 
of that stripper on her knees, sucking me off. Fuck! | better take care of that, jerk off and let it out, disarm 
this ticking bomb, if | let it be, and add more alcohol to this... it's going to get me into the wrong situation. Yep, 
jerking off is a great idea, not cheating, just me, myself, and my dick. And no one will be harmed. | guess | 


better move to the stall for that.. 


"Not easy to piss with a hard on is it?" The words took me by surprise and | turned, forgetting that | was stil 
holding my dick in my hand. Evelyn was standing behind me with lusty smile on her face. Oh shit.. 


"Get the fuck out, I'll deal with it." 
"I can help you, just like the good old days." 


"Those days are over. I'm with Alex, so fuck off" | turned back to the urinal, hoping this conversation was 
over. Fucking worst time ever.. fucking bitch knows me. | bet she was waiting for this moment, watching me 


and waiting. 


"Well, she's not here is she, and you're in need of help, no one has to know, just a helpful hand.. lips, mouth... 
just me on my knees, sucking you dry.. just the way you like it. You can be as rough as you want with me.. 
remember how it used to be? | bet your litle girl doesn't like it too.. dirty. |, on the other hand, love it when 
you take me.. lm yours to take, yours to fuck.. " Hands slid on my ass, lips curled in a predatory smiled, 
fingers slid over my hand to my erection, and my body betrayed me, pushing into the welcoming touch. 


Painted by her words, images played in my head, memory of the old days, the old James ways. Meanwhile, 
Evelyn took it as a sign of approval and pulled me to the stall, my legs followed, dick jerking with anticipated 


pleasure, and my head let go of my conscious mind, poisoned with temptation 


Evelyn slid down on her knees, gliding her lips over my body all the way down, her mouth slowly opened, eyes 
looking up at me, and | almost moved forward when my mind woke up screaming. No! Stop it! It's wrong! You 

cant! Don't... just walk away. A devilish tongue slowly crept over lips and a weak thought slithered through the 
scream. She is good, better than good, no one needs to know, no one will ever find out.. take her. As if Evelyn 


read my thoughts, her lips came closer to my flesh, whispering. 


"Fuck me, no one will ever know, | promise it will be out little secret, | know you want me, you always come 
back to me.. you always want me, you know I'm good at this.. you need me.. no matter who you're with, sooner 


or later you come back to me.." 


My hand gripped into blonde hair, jerking her head hard to me, her lips glided over my tip, which quivered, 
feeling the warmth of her breath. No one will ever know.. she'll keep her skillful mouth shut.. that mouth.. 
mmnnnhh.. My elbow slid on my side when my hand pulled Evelyn closer and something hard brushed over my 
tensed up arm. Like lightning my mind flashed with the image of the ring in the box and my bewitched mind 
emerged from the feral fog. What the fuck was | just about to.. fuck! | yanked Evylin's head away from me 
and stepped back. | felt a cold flash, sick to my stomach at the realization that | was just about to screw 


everything up. Hand tensed up on Evelyn's hair with anger and she misread my moves gripping to my waist. 
"That's right baby, you remember how | like it! Now, fuck me!" 


My jaw clenched with anger and | pushed her hands away with disgust. That bitch! Would she ever give up? 
Fucking slut! 


"| said fuck off! l's rather jerk off than fuck you! You are nothing but a whore. | was coming back because you 
were there, eager to suck my dick, | was coming back because there was no one else to fuck at the moment. | 


have no need for you anymore, don't you get it?" 


| zipped up my pants and when she tried to pull me back to her | pushed her back and her body slid back on 
the wall dropping on the floor, while her hand slid into the toilet, but she was too worked up to notice. 


"Yes, lm YOUR whore and you kept me around because you need me, you want me! Once you get tired of your 


little Miss Perfect, you'll be back! You didn't fire me because you wanted me around, you need me!" 


"| didn't fire you because | forgot about you, because | don't see you as a threat. Because you're nothing but a 
slut, one out of thousands | used. | need about you as much as | need a used condom. And this what | do with 
them, | flush used condoms down the toilet.” With those words | pull the lever on the toilet and eyes full of 
hate glared at me and a pissed off slither escaped her tightly pressed lips. 


"You just made a huge mistake. You will pay for this. | swear, one day you'll pay in full." 
Is this bitch threatening me? Fucking whore! | know how she'll make me pay, she will keep trying and one day I'll 
slip up and fall for it.. maybe I'd better fire her.. No.. Alex was right... that would be a sign that | actually take 


her seriously. | have to put her in her place once and for all. 


"You know, I'm not even going to fire you now, that's how much | don't give a shit about you. But if you ever 


so much as talk to me or step within ten feet of Alex, I'll kill you. Got it?" 


| slammed the door of the stall behind me and walked out of the restroom. Fucking whore actually threatened 
me! Fucking bitch! Maybe | should fire her... shit. if | do it now, she'll think | got scared. Fuck her, it's done. 


XXXXX. 


(Meg's POV) 


The sun mercilessly shined into my eyes and | woke up to some very unpleasant thoughts about tomorrow. 
Trying to empty my head and go back to sleep was pointless, since the thoughts refused to leave, making me 
toss and turn under the covers. Kirk mumbled something in his sleep, pulling away, and | tried to stay still and 
let him sleep longer. | didn't want him to wake up right now, | wasn't in any shape to pretend | was okay. 


Because | wasn't. 


Of course | was happy with him and happy to marry him, my dark thoughts weren't about him. | was thinking 
about my fucked up family all together under one roof and all the ways it could go wrong, ending up with my 
wedding in disaster. All those crazy days of preparation didn't leave me time to clearly see it, but now.. now 


everything was ready and my mind was free to freak the fuck out. 


Why did | agreed to a big wedding? What was | thinking? What the hell is wrong with me, how could | forget 
that my family couldn't possibly be together in the same room without screaming at each other? Why didn't | 
think of it before? It will be a disaster.. | set myself up for a disaster.. | felt a growing lump in my throat. | 
turned again, forcing myself to think of something else, but anxiety gripped into my mind, consuming me 
completely. | listened closely, trying to pick up any sign of activity in the house, but it was quiet. Mom and Scot 
went to the tailor to alter his suit and | guess Alex and James were still in bed | closed my eyes forcing 
myself to sleep, but | knew | wouldn't be able to. 


| finally gave up and decided that the only way out of it was to make myself busy. | slowly crawled out of the 
bed and got dressed, making sure not to make any noise. What can | do to be busy, when everything is ready? 
| looked over the room and my eyes stopped on a pile of dirty clothes that we planned to send to the cleaners, 
but never got to it. Laundry! | can do laundry! 


| quietly gathered it all in my arms and closed the bedroom door behind me, making my way to the stairs. As 
soon as my foot stepped down, the top of the pile in my hands tipped forward, falling on the floor. | bent down, 
trying to pick everything up, but as Murphy's Law goes, every picked up item made me drop something else, 
and all that brought my mind back to my family, making a connection with how impossible it would be to keep 
them under control. | dropped the rest of the clothes on the floor with a curse. 


"Fuck!" | kicked innocent garments in frustration, scattering them all over the stairs, and sat down on the first 
step, covering my face with my hands. Oh God, | wish it was easy, | wish... | wish my family wasn't so 
complicated.. so full of hate for each other.. | wish | didn't have to worry about what was going to happen.. | 
wish | got married in Vegas, without them. Just me and Kirk with Alex and James as witnesses. That would be 


so much easier and worry-free. God, why did | agree to this big wedding thing? It'll end up in a disaster and | 
will end up crying.. as always. Fuck.. 


| heard the door opening and quickly picked up my head, pulling myself together with a fake half smile, but 


when | saw Alex my face went back into a doomsday expression. 
"Meg.. are you all right?" 
"Yeah... | didn't wake you with my outburst did 1?" 


"No, we really didn't sleep that much.. you know James got all fired up with the strippers, and." She started 
with a giggle, but the sour look on my face made her stop half way. "Are you crying?" 


No.. tm not going to pull her in my worries.. | already fucked up her time with James with my wedding. 

"I just got pissed off at failing to carry all this into the laundry room. Every time | try to pick something up, 
something else fell down, so fucking annoying!" | tried to look angry but | knew Alex could see right through 
that. 


"And why did you all of a sudden decide to do laundry?" 


"You know, we're leaving tomorrow, right after the wedding, and only coming back the night before the tour, I'll 


have no time to get everything ready, so | decided to do it now. today..." 

Alex looked at me for a second, tied the belt on her robe, and sat down by my side, hugging me. 

"Liar. Meg are you freaking out about your parents under one roof tomorrow?" 

| leaned into her hug, needing her compassion and her assurance that everything would be okay and whispered. 


"I wish | was like you and didn't have any family.." | slowly stood up and started picking up the scattered 


clothes and Alex joined me. 
"You don't mean that. Meg.. they will not ruin your big day." 


"Remember my birthdays? My high school graduation? All my big days, and it didn't stop them. My family has 
one thing in common, eternal hate for each other. They can't be civil with each other, it's just physically 
impossible. And I'm afraid this time it'll be worst." | hugged the clothes in my arms and looked at my friend. 


Alex opened the laundry room door and turned to me. 


"Meg, they won't do it on your wedding. They learned, you didn't allow them to be on your birthdays for years, 
you didn't let them come to your college graduation! They know this is an important day for you and you want 


them to be there." 


"And it will be a disaster, | know it" | dumped all the clothes on the floor of the laundry room and sighed. Alex 


caught my arm and looked into my eyes. 


"No it won't! Your father will be busy taking pictures, your mother will be all sappy and will probably cover it 
by taking control of the wedding set up, ordering people around. They will have no time to argue." 


"They always find time for that." | smirked and turned away, feeling my tears about to burst out into the 
open. "They might not have time for me, or for anyone else for that matter, but they always end up by each 
other, it's like there's a fucking magnet that pulls them together and they always end up screaming their hate 


out." 
"Honey, they will behave, they do love you." 


| looked at my friend and sighed. "That's the main problem. They love me and they want me to take their sides, 
trying to make each other look bad in my eyes! That's how it always starts. | know my screwed up family well. 
they haven't changed at all. They even turned the date to meet their future in-laws into an ego battle!" 


Alex signed and gave me an understanding look It was horrible and she knew it. My father said he was busy 
and could only do it on Tuesday or Thursday, my mother said she couldn't do it on those days, because she 
suddenly came up with a need to alter Scott's suit for the wedding, and they were going there on Tuesday and 
would need to pick it up on Thursday. And she has to be present, so everything is right. | had to set separate 
days and | was so embarrassed in front of Kirk's family for that. | knew that all that play was set by my 
parents to make me choose. My mother went on and on about my father, how selfish he always is, how he 
always puts his work first and everyone has to accommodate that. She wouldn't shut up about it yesterday 
morning.. that is why | had to pull Alex and a few of my other friends out, telling them | wanted a girls night 
out and came up with the lame idea to drive to Vegas. | wanted to be drunk out of my mind, to forget it all. | 
looked at Alex and she put her hand on my shoulder. 


"They won't tomorrow, I'll make sure of that, and if they start anything | will drag their asses out and tell 


them to stop or leave." 


(Alex's POV) 


"Alex, you're the best friend ever, but.. it will be an unstoppable, unavoidable disaster." Meg's face sadden and | 
felt so powerless to pull her out of her anxiety. | knew her family and | knew she has all rights to freak out. 
Never, in the life time of us being friends, her parents spent ten minutes in the same room in peace. But | had 


hopes that the wedding of their only daughter would not end up in the battlefield of hate. | really believed that. 


"Meg, they're both happy for you and you know it, they won't ruin your day. They did agree on the date of 
the wedding and that means a lot." 


"They only agreed because | gave them no choice! Come on that date or don't come at all. Why did | start all 
this, huh? Why didn't | just make it a Vegas runaway wedding?" Meg managed a half smile. 


"Because that would've set them off for sure" | smiled back. 


"But at least they wouldn't be in a room full of people at that moment, embarrassing me in front of Kirk, all 


my friends, all his friends, and his family! | can take them separately, they can be mad at me all they want!" 


"Meg. we'll manage, | promise | won't let them ruin your day. | give you my word." I'll pull them together in one 
room somehow and I'll make them choose. Peaceful wedding, with no hostile interactions or.. I'll kick them out 
myself. | have to do it in the beginning and they all have to be there, talking one person at the time would not 
work and would take forever. | just tell them, that we all love Meg and right now, instead of being a happy 
bride she's freaking out that you'll ruin her wedding. If they have at least drop of love for Meg, they would 
put their swords away for one day and make her happy. One day is not much to ask for. Meg's lips quiver and 
she sighed. 


"You have no idea just how bad it is! You don't know what's coming... it's like a fucking volcano, a hurricane, it's 


unstoppable.. and it's already all set" 
"You're making it sound too dramatic, stop worrying and drop the laundry. I'll take you to a spa and you'll get a 
nice relaxing massage, get your mind off things, and it'll all be all right." | hugged my friend and she leaned on 


my shoulder. 


"You don't know how bad it is.. you don't know it all.. it's not going to be all right, no chance in hell" Meg sighed 
and pulled away from my hug. Her eyes found mine as she whispered. 


"Father is bringing his assistant to help him. His New York assistant." 


| couldn't believe what | just heard, | thought that my hearing is failed me. For a second | was just speechless 
and then blow up in outburst. 


"No! Please don't tell me he's bringing Isabelle! | thought they weren't together anymore. are they?" This is 
why she's so paranoid! Oh, Gods.. it is bad, she's right. it's the worst possible scenario. 


"They are on and off, not living together but working together time to time with the benefit of casual fucking.’ 


"I can't believe it.. why would he do that? Is he trying to start world war three? Is he that stupid or..?" | saw 
my friend's eyes moisten and pull her to me with a sigh. "Oh... fuck, Meg." 


Finally | got it all, | got why Meg was in the this state. Yeah, | knew all about Isabelle, the woman that Meg's 


father left her mother for. The tall, young, ex-model turned wannabe photographer, with a killer body, long 
perfect legs, amazing naturally blonde hair, and a smile that turns men into drooling idiots and makes all women 
in the room hate her with a passion. And worst of all, the only woman, who's presents at the wedding would 


make Meg's Mom go off with the power of the atomic bomb. 


"He's bringing her under the cover of a helper and he's doing it to set Mom to blow up, his way of making her 
look bad in my eyes for ruining my wedding. That is why | know it will be a disaster. | begged him not to bring 
her, but it's pointless, he said he needs help and she's the only one available for the holidays, he also said if 
Mom comes with Scott he has every right to come with Isabelle. | can just see it in vivid colors: Mother would 
say that my father's bimbo has no right to be there and father would say she's helping me and | need her 
here, your new boy-toy on the other hand has no business being here.. and it would start. Add to that my 
brothers, who hate my father, Isabelle, and Scott, and are still angry with Mom. Then Sam, who flirts with 
every blonde in the room when he's drunk, and will get to that point in a few minutes.. it's. its going to be 
horrid. | will die of shame for my fucked up family and will end up in tears. My family has no business being in 
one room. Besides their hate, none of them can keep their mouth shut, and they all always have to have the 
last word in the argument. l'm fucked and there is nothing anyone can do." Meg sighed with the face of 


convicted to death prisoner and my mind jumped into work on the solution 


| can keep your father and Isabelle away from your mother's view.. | can do it.. As for your brother Sam.. we 
can sick Diane on him." | winked at her with my last words, trying to bring her mood out of the darkness. 


"That could work, they both get drunk in the same amount of time." She tried her best to smile back. 


"See, one problem at the time. I'll find a way to prevent the rest, so stop stressing about it" | can do it. | have 


to do it. They will understand, they all adults and they do love her. 


| can prevent it all, you know, if | cancel the wedding and run away to Vegas instead" Another smile, this time 


less sad. 


"Meg... Kirk's family will be upset with that too. you can't do it." | hugged her again, hearing her breathing out 


a whisper. 

"I know.. | have no way out of this.. l'm fucked." 

"Let's just hope for the best, okay? And | promise I'll do everything possible and impossible to prevent a 
disaster." Mission impossible.. but | have to do it. Not just try, | have to do it | have to get to them. Make 
them understand. 

"And | hate to put you in the middle of this.” 


"Let's stop talking about it and get our minds on the laundry, and then I'll take you to the spa" | smiled. 


"Okay, I'm just afraid the laundry day will be short, because this is all the dirty clothes | could find." 


"Ill go and look what | have, l'm sure there's some. | need to make it all ready for the tour too, since me and 


James are going somewhere right after the wedding." | winked at her. 
"Where are you going?" 


"James said its a surprise.. he just said that we'll be there all alone." | wiggled my eyebrows at my friend and 
smiled, feeling her mood lighten up. 


"I'm sorry, | ruined your time with James with my spontaneous wedding.. l'm a horrible friend." 
"No you're not! And I'm happy for youl Plus, | know you would've done the same for me." 


"| would've. Thanks for doing it for me, | owe you for that.. and for today, too, I'm sure you had plans with 


James..." 


"Nonsense, that's what friends are for. Now, let me see what | have to add to the laundry day, you start 
separating this and I'll be right back" | run back up the stair, hopping James would understand and not making 
a fuss about me spending another day with Meg. | can quickly make something to eat for him, then spend the 
rest of the day with Meg, otherwise she'll work herself into a nervous breakdown, or really run away to 
Vegas..Me and James will have time all alone somewhere for three days. | smiled at my thoughts and pull on 


the bedroom door handle. 


(James' POV) 


Alex went to make something to eat and | slowly sat up, thinking of ways to drag her right back into bed. | was 
all over her ever since she came back late last night. | felt so guilty for what almost happened yesterday, how 
close | came to cheating on her, | felt horrible and | couldn't let her read that, so | covered my state with || 
miss you so much, and | got so horny with all the strippers, | want to fuck nonstop: And we did.. until we 
finally fell asleep, completely exhausted. 


And this was not the only thing that was eating me alive. | scratched my head and sighed, remembering my 
talk with the guys at the party. Kirk was talking about how nice Hawaii would be this time of the year and 
that he will have the time of their life with Meg. 


"Yeah, we're planning on going somewhere too, hate to be stuck with your mother-in-law and her boyfriend in 
the house. Just me and Alex alone, not coming out of bed for three days." | smiled, talking louder to cover the 


music. 


"Cool! Where are you guys going?" 


"| don't know yet. I'm thinking of that resort in Colorado, it was a great place as far as | remember.. at least | 
thought it was nice, don't fucking remember half of it, we were so drunk most of the time." | laughed. My 
bandmates got quiet, all staring at me. 

"What? Did | fucking said something wrong?" 

Lars looked at Kirk and then back at me. "You do focking know what date it is. right?" 


"Of course | fucking know the date. December twenty-eighth." | emptied my drink in one gulp. "Guess | better 
call them tomorrow, since December thirtieth is the wedding day." | smirked, emphasizing the dates. 


Kirk put his drink down. "You do know that it's impossible to make any reservations at this time, since all the 
college people are going places like that for New Year's to party with friends, after they were stuck with their 


families for Christmas... right?" 


"Yeah.. you're right. Don't want to be somewhere in the middle of drunk teenagers.. well, fuck, what other nice 


places do you guys know?" 


"James. it's not the focking place that we're questioning. It's the focking date! You won't be able to find 
anything open right now, it's all focking booked probably three months in advance!" 


"But. you got Hawaii." | turned to Kirk 
"That is why we're going to Hawaii.. nothing was open, we couldn't find anything and Lorraine and Scott gave us 
their reservations, which they made when the tour started. They were planning to go there so we can have 


the house to ourselves for our break They planed to have Christmas with us and then leave." 


"Shit... m fucked then. | need to come up with something, since Alex is under the impression that | have all set. 


Fuck!" 


All of us went quiet, the guys thinking of ways they could help me, and me mentally kicking myself for my 


poor planning. 


"Did you ever do anything to that focking cabin you bought years ago? Remember, you were planning to make 
it focking livable." Lars raised his head. 


"No.. never got a chance.. but it's a thought! We can be there all alone, snow, mountains!" 


"James, if that place is in the same focking condition that | saw, it's not a place for a girl. | mean, you don't 


even have any focking electricity there, not to mention other thing, like a decent focking toilet.” 


"Fuck.. but its all | have.. | can't tell her that | failed my own idea. | have no choice.. | hope she likes camping.” 


| scratched my head again and sighed, looking at the window. Yeah.. | fucked up. | should've planned it better, | 
should've. | didn't. It's been so long since | had to worry about little things like reservations, for so many years 


it was done for me, without me.. | simply forgot to plan ahead! Fuck.. 


Lars was right, it's not a place for a girl. No electricity, no running water, outhouse in the back yard.. it's 
barely okay for guys. | bought it years ago got hunting and only used a few times. Shit.. This was all | had. | 
gave up my rent for apartment before the tour, so did Kirk, it was that, or stay in the house with Meg's 
mother and her boyfriend. A cheap hotel, God knows where, was out of the question. This was all | had and she 
will probably hate it... I'm fucked. 


l'm sooo fucked! It will be the worst New Year's ever.. girls usually not into camping in the middle of the 
fucking winter in the middle of fucking nowhere, with no simple comfort needs.. fuck.. | don't even think that 
present | got her will make it better. My eyes glided on the slight bulge in the pocket of my jacket, which was 
hanging on a nearby chair. | gave her meaningless presents for Christmas, | failed to find a nice getaway, and | 
almost cheated. And now she's making me breakfast that | didn't deserve.. I'm the worst fucking boyfriend 
ever.. Fuck.. Maybe | should go and help her.. yeah, | can do that! 


| quickly pulled a fresh tee shirt on and, after remembering that all my jeans were in the suitcase, | lazily 
picked up last night's jeans off the floor and laid them on my lap. A blazing cold flash ripped through my 
insides like a lightning bolt. My heart stopped and dove down, seizing somewhere in the pit of my stomach. Icy 
cold fingers gripped into my spine, ripping it out and flooding my all of a sudden limp body with boiling dread. 
Fuck! Fucking whore! Bright red lipstick marks stood up like crime scene red flags on the light blue fabric, over 
the groin, a few more lip prints on the inside of the opening, close to the zipper. Shit! Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck..Oh, 
thank God Alex didn't see it.. yet.. 


In horror | rolled my jeans into a tight ball and swallowed. My thoughts started to jump over each other, 
overwhelming my sizzling in terror mind. She didn't see it yet.. | need to hide it.. | need to hide it fast! | look 
over the room, gripping at my hair in panic. Where? Where | can hide them? Where won't she find them later.. 
when we start packing? | need to get rid of them.. throw them away! | need to roll them in a garbage bag and 
take it somewhere. throw it away far from home. | can't leave right now, so sudden.. | can say | need to grab 
something.. at Lars’ place. or Jason's.. | need to hide it first, somewhere she wouldn't be at the moment l'm 
leaving.. so she can't see me taking something with me.. where? | need a bag.. Garbage bags are in the kitchen 


and Alex is there right now.. | can sneak out to the garage and hide it there for now. 


| stood up quickly, pulling my sweat pants on in a hurry, and grabbed my tell-tale jeans in my hands, making 
my way to the door. Wait.. what if | meet her on her way back.. no.. | need to hide them in here, maybe in my 
suitcase? No. what if she looks there.. under the bed? Then how would | pull them out? Shit, shit, shit.. she'll 
be back any minute now, think fast! As soon as | thought that, the door opened and | froze in place, feeling my 
fingers locking around the evidence in a death grip. Oh dear God.. too late.. 


Alex walked in with a laundry basket in her hands and a guilty smile on her face. My feet got bolted to the 


floor and my fingers turned white, gripping tighter into my jeans. She put the basket down and looked at me. 


"James, | didn't make breakfast yet.. I'll do it in a few minutes. Meg is freaking out and decided to have a 
laundry day to distract herself from thinking about all the things that can go wrong at the wedding.. I'm sorry, 
| know we planned to spend all day together but.. she's my best friend and she needs me.. I'm going to help her 
through this day, okay? We need to wash our clothes anyway, we'll have no time to do it later." 


Alex's eyes stopped on the jeans in my hands, my heart jumped up to my throat and | swallowed it down, 
quickly coming up with a possible escape. 


"Sure, | understand! | can help, I'll pack all the dirty clothes right now, right this minute, and take them to the 
cleaners. You girls can go somewhere, just you and her, somewhere nice, like a girls day out." My heart jumped 
loudly, pumping blood in my temples. 


‘Its so sweet of you to offer that, but she wants to be busy.. | know her.. she set her mind on laundry day, 
so give me all you have that needs to be washed. Are those your jeans from last night? Throw them in the 


basket" Alex smiled and | felt my stomach turning in a tight knot. Fuck.. 


"l." My hands clenched tighter around the evidence of my near crime. "I. | plan to throw these away, got shit 
spilled on them yesterday, so they're trash." 


"Oh, no! | love those jeans! Let me see how bad it is, maybe | can save them." Alex stretched her arm out and 
| felt the hammer of doom dropping on my heart, crushing it. Her hands closed over mine and | stepped back in 


panic. 

"No, I'm throwing them away." | pulled my clothes closer to me. 

"Oh, come on, don't be stubborn, | can try to save them! You have so many black jeans and not so many blue 
ones, and those are so nice, they look soooo great on you! | can't let them go without a fight for their life! So 


don't be silly and let me see." She laughed, stepping closer and pulling on the clothes in my hands. 


"| said no! This is trash." My words came out way louder than needed and Alex's smile slowly vanished off her 


face. 
"James... is something wrong?" 


| felt short of breath, my palms moistening, and my tee shirt clung to my back. | couldn't find the answer, 
freaking out under her gaze. I'm fucked.. 


"Nothing's wrong.. You can't save them, it's red wine, it's ruined and | don't want you to spend time on that. 
Not worth it. I'll buy new ones just like these, | promise." | tried my last attempt at getting out of this clean 
and held my breath. 


"| have just the thing for red winel" Her fingers touched the corner of the jeans and | felt my heart sinking. 
"Alex.. please let me throw them away.” A whisper escaped my lips. 

She looked into my eyes, then at the jeans in my hands and returned her eyes to me. 

"James. ls there a reason you don't want me to see them?" 


"No... its nothing, no reason.. | just.. | want to throw them away, they're old as dirt and l'm sick and tired of 
them." | lowered my eyes, unable to hold her gaze. 


"If it's nothing, then let me see them." 


There was nothing else | could say, nothing else | could do. A weak thought entered my mind, to grab my jeans 
and just run out of the room.. but then I'd still have to explain my behavior. l'm fucked... In complete horror, | 
watched her pulling my jeans out of my hands, unable to stop anything and dying inside as her hands unfolded 
them. 


"Where is the..?" She didn't finish her sentence, and her face flinched as her eyes stopped on lipstick marks. 
Her face turned pale, lips shook, and eyes full of pain slowly came back to me. | felt the ground shifting from 
under my feet, my mind struggled to pull out an explanation, and my dry mouth barely pushed out shuddering 


words. 
‘It's... it's not what you think.. its nothing.. l.. | don't know how that got there.. | was drunk.” 


"How drunk?" A quiet question and darkened eyes. My heart sunk, beating in overdrive, drops of sweat 
slithering down my back. 


"Not THAT drunk.. Alex, really it's not what you think.. it's just.. l. uh... it's. | remember now.. | went to the 
restroom and.. there was some drunk chick, not in the restroom, but on the way.. and.. and she fell.. she was 
so drunk. she fell and | tried to help her up and.. she was so out of it.. shitfaced.. she must've rubbed her 
face on my clothes at some point.. that must be it." | pushed the words out and felt as all the air in my lungs 
leave with them. Alex's hands slowly turned the sides of the zipper out and her lips quivered. 


"And at what point of that story did her lips end up on the inside of your pants?" 


"|... Alex, it was nothing, not what you think.. 1.. | didn't.. I.. | love you." Blood pulsed loudly in my head. God 


please.. please.. help me.. 


Alex dropped my jeans on the floor and slowly walked to the bed, sitting down. Her eyes followed her fingers, 
which nervously threaded on the belt of her robe, as she bit her lip, holding her tears back, and looked at me. 


"Please tell me the truth." 


‘|... IF was.. | was so drunk and." | swallowed, lowering myself on the floor by her side and trying to slow down 


my pounding heart. 
"And." 


The answer pounded in my mind. | was drunk, and | came close, very close.. dangerously close... | can't.. | 


swallowed again and lowered my eyes, breathing out my answer. 
"It was nothing.. nothing happened." 
"James... | need to know what happened before the ‘nothing happened' part. All of it, the truth." 


There's no escape.. she hates lies.. | took a deep breath and looked into her eyes. | have to tell her.. and be at 
her mercy. | lowered my head and spilled out everything. Every word, every move, even my thoughts. Nothing 


was left out. When | was finished, | lowered my head, breathing out a sigh. 


She was quiet and every second of silence loudly hammered in my throat, making it hard to breathe. It made 
me feel like the room was spinning around and | was falling into a black hole. | slowly returned my eyes to Alex, 
ready to see a stormy ocean with tears of judgment in her eyes, ready to hear an outburst of anger and pain. 


| held her gaze, mentally begging her to forgive me, as my lips barely whispered a question 
"Are you mad at me?" My heart trembled when she lowered her eyes. 


"| am. l'm so mad at you that | just want to beat the shit out of youl" She looked back at me and | saw the 


darkness in her eyes slowly disappearing, contradicting her answer. 
‘I'm sorry." | whispered still unsure what to think about her answer. She said she's mad. she doesn't look mad.. 


"You should be! You put me through this instead of just telling me the truth in the first placel Why? Can you 
tell me why you did that?" 


"I. | found the jeans and.. | thought if you saw them.! was planning to throw them away, but you came back 
and.. | freaked out." | mumbled, lowering my head onto her knees. She raised her hands, but instead of pulling 
away or hitting me, to my surprise, her hands softly brushed through my hair. So she's not mad? | let my 
hands travel up on her legs, pulling sides of the robe apart, lips carefully touched the skin. Her softened voice 


made me look up and my eyes met her's. 


"If you'd have just told me the truth instead of lying you would have nothing to be sorry for. | am not mad at 
you for what happen yesterday. That whore cornered you in the restroom at the worst possible moment. You 
didn't initiate that, you didn't get aroused by her, you didn't pull your pants down for her. You were drunk and 
hard and she was there with a very tempting proposal, at your disposal, and you didn't fuck her. Sure, you had 
a weak thought, James, you just a man.. but you didn't act on it, you stopped. Don't you see? You were put to 


the ultimate test and you passed it. Not many men could've overcome the temptation, you did. l'm proud of 


you." 


Her words made me see yesterday's events in a completely different way. She was right.. | didn't.. | stopped. | 
resisted. Okay, so she's not mad at me for that... oh thank God! The heaviness in my cheat lifted, but didn't 
completely leave. | should've told her the truth from the beginning.. why didn't |? | freaked out.. | didn't think 
straight.. 


crying.. and l.. l'm sorry." | looked back at my love and she sighed, green-blue oceans smiling and lips whispered 


out my sentence. 
"| forgive you.. just this once. Please never lie to me again" 


"| swear.. never again.. Thank you." | breathed out, standing up on my knees in front of her and pulling her to 
me. Our foreheads touched and | felt warmth filling my heart and spreading all over my body, finally relaxing it 
from the grip of fear. "Thank you." 


"And for the record, if you ever cheat on me, and | have to be sure that you did, I'll never scream or make a 
scene, | hate all that drama. I'll just leave.." Alex's smile came out sad and my heart painfully squeezed in my 
chest. | know.. she would do that.. cold shivers ran over my spine when | thought that | could've made the 
wrong choice yesterday and lost her forever. My hands wrapped around her waist and | pulled her closer to 


me. | will never let you go.. never.. 


XXXXXI. 


XXXXxXI 
(Meg's POV) 


| leaned on one of the orchids decorated columns, watching my wedding party continue. My eyes slid over the 
crowd. Some people were having conversations at their tables, some dancing, music, smiles, happy faces, the 
atmosphere mirroring just how | felt. Happy, absolutely happy. To think only yesterday and even this morning | 
was a complete mess, thinking that nothing was right and now.. Look at all this.. | would've ruined it all. Thank 


God for my friend My eyes fished out Alex's figure and a grateful smile lit my face. | owe it all to her. 


It wasn't enough that | was freaking out about my family, a few hours after me and Alex were deep in dirty 
clothes and packing, | got a phone call from Ashley. | remember how my heart dropped when | heard her 
words, how | broke down in tears, overpowered with the last straw of things going wrong. | was determined to 
cancel it all and drive to Vegas. The rain and drop in temperature to 50°F ruined the possibility of a beach 
wedding. Coming out into a windy coast, stepping on the wet and cold sand was not how | imagine my wedding to 
be at all. While | mourned my ruined by nature itself plans, Alex sprang into action. She made Kirk and James 
both guard me and not let me go anywhere, she made me promise that | would not make any calls or cancel 


anything, until she figured it out. 


She spent a few minutes on the phone, then called my wedding planner, told her to get all available help and 
decorations and meet her by the Golden Gate Bridge, and left with a secret smile playing on her lips. She came 
back seven hours later, looking absolutely exhausted, but happy and said that it was all set and it would be 
perfect. She wouldn't tell me what she did, she just smiled and said ‘you'll like it, | promise’ And she was right, 
| loved it. 


The ceremony was moved from the beach to the San Francisco Conservatory of Flowers and it was absolutely 
perfect. The conservatory was closed for the winter, but somehow we were allowed there for the ceremony. 
Even Ashley was impressed. That place was The Spot for the most romantic and most beautiful wedding and it 
was booked a year in advance, because it was only open April to October. | don't know how Alex did it, all she 
said was that she'd called in an old favor to one of the college professors, who's wife is working for the mayor 


of San Fran, and with a giggle at James face, added: "Don't worry, not that kind of favor." 


The place was amazing. | remembered walking down hand in hand with my father on the beautiful ceramic 
paved trail to a small waterfall, exotic plants and flowers surrounded the trail, plaques with names of the 
plants invisible under cleverly placed decorations, so the whole place looked like a part of a fantasy forest. It 
made me feel like a real princess getting married to her prince. | remembered Kirk's face, him standing at the 
end of the trail.. his hand taking mine.. it felt like a fairy tale. | remembered his nervous voice, our vows.. 


smiling faces of our closest friends and family. 


Speaking of family, my family was on their best and never seen by me before behavior all day long. | even 


caught my parents exchanging a few looks with honest smiles. None of the usual smirks, no arrow pointed 


words, nothing.. And that | owe to my friend Too. 


| remembered the events of this afternoon. | was in my private dressing room, getting ready, when | heard my 
parents arguing. The ceremony hadn't even started, and they were already in full battle mode. My nerves were 
at the highest peak and | couldn't help but burst into tears. Alex looked at me, her eyes turned dark, and she 


stepped out of the room. A second later | heard her screaming over the voices of my parents. 
"Shut the fuck up!" 


Dead silence followed. Never in my life had | heard Alex be so blunt and use those kind of words with any 
adults, especially my parents. | held my breath, waiting for the worst, but | think my parents were so in shock 
they'd lost the ability to speak. | heard the voice of my friend continue. 


"l'm sorry | have to use such disrespectful language, but you don't deserve even an ounce of my respect right 
now! You're acting like spoiled self-centered egomaniacs! You two are so busy trying to make Meg choose a 
side, to love one of you more, that you can't even see how much pain you're causing her! You never put your 
swords down to think of her! She loves you both, that is why both of you are herel She's supposed to be a 
happy bride today, thinking only about her love and Kirk and their day, but instead she's in tears! And those 
are not happy tears, those are tears of pain, of embarrassment! She spent all day yesterday freaking out, 
thinking that you two will ruin yet another big day for her! She even thought of canceling the wedding and 
running away to Vegas becouse of youl | want this to be a perfect day for her, a happy day, and | can tell you 
right fucking now, | will not let you ruin it! If you don't stop, | personally escort you both out and trust me, 
after that, you will not be welcome at anything important to Meg! ls that clear? Now go somewhere private 
and talk, make peace, and then come back as what you're supposed to be today, loving parents, or don't come 


back at all!" 

| remember her walking back in all pale and shaking, a few minutes later the door opened again, letting in both 
of my parents with guilty faces.. they just walked to me and Alex and hugged us. There were more tears, 
apologizes, loving words, and after that.. after that everything was perfect. 

"Enjoying your day?" My friend's smile pulled me out of my thoughts. 

"I am, thank you! | owe it all to you. The ceremony and my parents on their best behavior." 

"I didn't do much, | think they finally got it, seeing you so beautiful." Alex smiled 

"Nope, it was you, your words. No one has ever talked to them like that, ever. They were famous all their 
lives, no one's ever dared to tell them off like you did, and that is what shocked them into their senses. Alex, | 
can't even explain how happy | am.. I'm just.. it's so big... it's overpowering.. everything is absolutely 


overpowering.. and you, | love you for everything, thank youl" | pulled her to me and she smiled. 


"Honestly... | have no idea how | dared to speak like that.. | thought they would kill me.. and | know you love me, | 


love you tool " She giggled 

"I mean it, | love you more than my parents, more than my brothers!" 

"I do hope you love me less than Kirk!" She smiled at me.""Coz if you don't, you're marrying the wrong person." 
‘| love you both equally!" | smiled. 

‘It's okay if you love him a bit more. Speaking of Kirk and love, when are you guys leaving?" 


"What time is it?" My eyes widened when | realized that | completely lost track of time. Alex's hand gripped 


into the wrist of a passing waiter. 
"Its almost nine." 


"Oh, good, our plane leaves in little bit over three hours... for a second there | got scared that we missed our 
exit time." | breathed out in relief. 


"So. are you going to leave now? | mean, you still have to drive to the house and get your suitcases and you 
know.. um.. let your husband get you out of this dress..." Alex wiggled her eyebrows at me with wicked smile. 


"My husband.. mmmnnnhh.. it would be sooo wasteful not to use this dress for the sexiest play ever.." My 


eyes stopped on Kirk and he felt my gaze, turning and raising his eyebrow to my clearly lusty expression. 


"Ohhh... Kirk in that suit, me in this dress.. undressing each other.. mmnn. We have to go now.. so we don't 


miss our flight. plus now you put it in my head and all | can think of is sex.. ' 
"Well, Misses Hammett, let me tell them to bring your chariot to the entrance!" Alex winked at me and quickly 


waved at the wedding planner. | looked back at Kirk, smiling. Misses Hammett.. | am Misses Hammett... oh, my.. 


(Kirk's POV) 


"Meg wait.. | want to do it right." | caught my wife's hand, before she stepped on the steps to our door and 
pulled her to me. She turned and looked at me with a surprise. 


"What do you mean?" 


‘| want to carry you inside." | smiled, picked up her up and her foxy face lit up with a wicked smile. She 
wrapped her arms around my neck, tilting her head back with laughter. 


"Okay, but it would be very hard to do it right, since now your hands are busy!" 


"IIl manage." | swallowed my smile, carefully steeping on the first step. Now, you will see, | so can do it! | 
propped Meg on my leg and used one of my hands, to pull out the key out of my pocket. Done! Triumphant 
smile lit my face, when | raised my free hand and dangled the keys. 


"Okay, boy got skills, now what?" Hazel eyes playfully sparkled and she bit into her lip, waiting for the next step. 


| walked a few more steps and repeated my maneuver on the last one, reaching for the door. My hand stopped 
a good foot away from the lock. Um.. how do |? Shit it's too far.. Fuck.. | didn't think it through.. fuck.Meg 
looked at my stretched arm and turned to me raising one eyebrow with a question in her smiling eyes. Okay.. 
its going to be a challenge.. how do |..? | turned slightly and tried to put the key in the lock, but it refused to 


cooperate. Um.. Houston we have a problem.. 
"Baby, let me down, so you can unlock the door." Meg giggled, moving in my arms. 


"No, | can do it, just need more time.." | stepped closer, picking one leg up to hold Meg and blindly try to get 
the key to the lock, but couldn't even feel where the doorknob is. Fuck.. | have to do it, | have to. I'm not 
putting her down! Shit! | moved the key into another hand and tried again with the same unsatisfying result. 
Shit! 


"Kirk, let me help, you'll strain yourself" Her smiling eyes met mine. 


"Nope, I'm fine." | breathed out, feeling my leg shake under her weight and clinching my teeth, fighting the 
muscle cramp. Come on, be a man! Come on, please! My hand finally felt the cold metal of the doorknob, but 
before | could readjust my grip, the key slid out of my fingers, dropping down Fuck! Motherfucker.. Now what? 
| don't want to fail, | want to do it right! Shit! Meg's smiling lips touched my earlobe. 


"Kirk. just let me down, it's okay." 


"No! The groom supposed to carry his bride into the house, | want to do it. | don't want to fail, | want it to be 
right and.. Just let me think for a moment, okay.” | can't faill | readjusted my wife's body again, frantically 
thinking of the way to pick up the key. Meg looked at me, kissed my cheek and smiled. 


"Why are you making such a big deal out of it?" 


"Because... because, looking at you today when | said my vows | realized, that l.. | did everything else wrong, you 
know. | said | loved you in the fucking shower, after sex. and | proposed in a stables, again after sex, and | 
didn't even have a ring, but you were so beautiful, | thought of you as a Goddess of Fire at that moment, | 
didn't even think that it wasn't the right way.. This is my chance to do one thing right, one thing out of all, 


because you deserve it, because | love you and--" 


"Baby, | had no idea you felt that way! You silly boy, you're so wrong! | cherish those moments, | don't care 
about the place or the timing, those words came from the heart and l'm glad you didn't go with the traditional 


ways! When you said it, it was your heart speaking. You mind was not filtering it, you didn't spend days thinking 
about it, planning it, it was you true feelings, the deepest ones. | should know. | felt my heart speak, | even 
thought | said it out loud, that how strong it was.. Remember the first day of the tour? When you got your 
way by ‘keeping your hands to yourself, when | tried to work? And then after, you stayed with me, playing 
guitar while | worked, when you could've just stay in bed? | was so overwhelmed, you were so sweet.. my 


heart said: Kirk Hammett marry me.” 
"Why didn't you say it out-loud? | would've said yes." 
Meg looked at me and sighed. 


"My mind woke up with all this nonsense that a girl shouldn't be the one to ask and it's too early.. | let my 
mind silence my heart, you didn't. That is why your confession of love and your proposal is so true, so dear to 


me.. | know it came straight from the heart." Meg's eyes peered into mine and | breathed out. 
"It really did." 
She run the back of her fingers on my cheek and smiled. 


"The whole story of us is unique, unpredictable and everything we did was not played by the rules. Ard | love 
that. From the moment we met.. It was the most important day of my carrier, but instead of thinking of my 
work and my first ever contract, | couldn't stop thinking of how much | liked you. It was so unprofessional of 

me, so wrong and yet it felt so strong, so right. And then you tried to ask me out and | ended up asking you 

in, again, not usual pattern, we moved in together without talking about it, it just happened, we didn't plan it, it 
happened because it felt right. 


And I'm not even talking about the way you met my mother for the first time! So not usual, ‘| took him to 
met my mother and we went to the restaurant’ thing. All of it was uncommon, unorchestrated, exclusively 
ours. Down to our wedding, planned in a crazy few days, dammed by mother nature itself, but somehow it all 
fell into place and was the most beautiful, most fairy tail ceremony. | love all that. Trust me, if | had the 
power to change anything between us, | wouldn't. Not one thing. | wouldn't trade any of it for usual and planned, 
| wouldn't trade your proposal for any of most romantic traditional proposals of all time, because the way you 
did it, it made it ours. And if someone ever ask me to tell a story about it, | know not one person in the room 


would ever say, ‘oh, yeah my husband did the same thing! It's truly ours, only ours!" 

Meg's words made me look at our story with different eyes and | smiled. Yeah.. she's right, it was all just 
ours. Impulsive, unpredictable, full of us. Just ours.. our story. Not letting her down, | pulled her into the kiss 
and whispered into her lips. 


"Thank you... 


When we parted from the kiss, she looked at me with a devilish sparkles in her eyes. 


"How about we make this custom unique and only ours too. We'll do it together. Hold my waist tighter and bend 
down a bit" 


As soon as | did what she asked, not completely understanding her plan, she let go of my shoulders, bent down 
and picked up the key. One of her arms returned to my shoulder, lips returned to lips with whisper. "Now step 


closer to the door." 


She looked at the door, reaching to the lock, and as soon as key entered the keyhole, her face turned back to 
me and her lips eloped mine. | felt a little jerk, when her hand pushed the door wide open, and her lips smile 
into my mouth when | blindly stepped inside. | was not afraid of falling, or tripping, not afraid of any mistakes 


or wrong moves, because in the end it wouldn't be wright or wrong, it would just be ours. 


(Meg's POV) 


Kirk kicked the front door shut with his foot and flew up the stairs, still holding me in his arms. | kissed his 
cheek as he made his way to our bedroom and he slowly let me down. His hand caught mine, pulling it up, and 
making me twirl in front of him. | giggled as he pulled me close, taking my lips back in his. | reached to the back 
of my dress, tagging on the zipper tab, but his hands covered mine, lips let go to whisper. 


"No. let me." 

Lips met again, heating up our kiss into desire, while his fingers slid the zipper down, letting my dress fall to 
the floor. My hands slid his jacket off, trowing it somewhere behind him. Kirk pulled back to look at me and 
gasped at the lacy undergarment complete with stockings and garter belt. His eyes roamed my body. 


"Oh.. God. you're so beautiful.. so sexy.. so." 


"So yours." | playfully caught his tie with my fingers and turned around, making my way to the bed and pulling 


him behind me. 

‘Mmmnnn.. mine.” | heard him moan and caught his reflection in the dresser mirror. Eyes were glued to my 
butt in skimpy, almost see-through thong. My lips slid into a victorious smile, reading his reaction to my very 
carefully chosen lingerie. | let go of his tie, crawled on the bed and laid on my back, lusttully stretching on top 
of the covers. 


"Come and get it.. my dear husband." 


Needless to say, | have never seen someone undress so fast.. 


XXXXXII. 


XXXXXII 


(James' POV) 


| stopped the pickup and carefully moved my foot off the brake, eyes scanning the picture in front of me. A 
small snowed in cabin, surrounded by a white forest. My hands carefully released the steering wheel and my 
chest rose up with a sigh. We're here.. and now there is no way back. Alex was peacefully sleeping with her 
head on my shoulder and hands wound around my arm. | looked at the frozen, lifeless house and sighed again. 
She will hate me for bringing her here, and she would be right. Who in their right mind would want to camp in 
the middle of winter? If it were summer, with nice warm weather, it wouldn't be so bad, but now.. shit.. | 


should've told her the truth before we left. too late now. We're here.. 


She was so excited last night, she thought of it as a surprise, romantic getaway.. romantic my ass. There is 
nothing romantic about running through the snow to the freezing outhouse to piss. Fuck.. The more she talked 
about it yesterday, after the wedding, the more gloomy | got, stalling as much as | could. | told her we'd go in 
the morning, despite her insisting to go right away. | told her that I'm too tired to drive that far and needed 
some sleep. In the morning | dragged my feet, taking a long shower, taking my time to load the pickup, and 
driving as slow as possible. And now there was nothing else | could do, we were here. | should've told her.. 


Alex moved, pressing my arm to her chest and opened her eyes. "Have we arrived?" 

| swallowed the feeling of impending disappointment and moved an unruly wave of hair away from her face. 
"Yeah. " 

She straightened up on the seat and looked out. "Oh my Gods! It's beautifull" 


To look at, maybe, but what will you say when you find out it has no utilities.. | scratched my head, thinking of 


ways to stall the arrival of the unpleasant moment as much as | could. 


"Why don't you stay in the truck while | start the fireplace to warm up the house. Sleep a bit longer, I'll wake 
you up when it's ready." 


She stretched and turned to me with a smile. "Nonsense! | can help, it would be much faster if we do it 
together, plus | can't wait to see the inside!" A kiss landed on my cheek. 


Her hand flew to the handle, opening the door, and before | could find the words to convince her to let me 


make this place at least seem more livable, she jumped out of the pickup. 


"Wow.. it's so peaceful here! Little house in the middle of a snow covered forest. So beautifull" She spun and 


took a deep breath. "So clean.. so wonderfull" 


| looked at her childish expression and let myself relax a bit. Maybe it's not so bad.. she likes it so far. 
Meanwhile, she looked around and when her eyes stopped at the well on the side of the house my heart 
jumped. 


‘Oh my Gods! Is that a real well? Like a real bucket on a chain, roll the handle to get it back full of water, 
well? | hope it works!" Before | could say anything, she was already pushing the handle, face lit up with a 
childlike excitement. 


"It works, it has to.. There's no running water here.. | never made any modifications.. never had time. | brought 
a few cases of bottled water for drinking, don't know if that one is clean enough... Alex.. |. | have a confession 
to make.." | started and she turned to me, letting go of the handle, and | watched it spin out of control, 


mirroring my jumping thoughts. Here goes nothing.. | drew air into my lungs and spoke. 


"Here's the truth. | failed to make reservations, | couldn't find anything open, since it's a New Year's. this was 
all | had.. | bought it for almost nothing, after the Master Of Puppets tour.. and.. Its just a cabin in the woods, 
with no. modern, civilized accommodations... l'm sorry.. there is no running water, no electricity, there is a wood 


burning fireplace to heat it up.. but no shower.. | mean, there is a tub.. kind of.. but--" She didn't let me finish. 


"No electricity? So we have to use candles? And haul water in buckets, then heat it, filling a tub to bathe?" 
Her eyes widened, hand gripping at the edge of the well. 


Oh shit.. she hates it. Fuck.. 


| brought flash lights.. Alex, we don't have to stay here if you don't like it.. I'm sorry.. | should've told you the 
truth." 


She looked at the cabin, then back at the well, then her eyes trailed to the outhouse on the other side of the 
cabin. When her eyes came back to me | saw them sparkle with tears. Shit.. she hates it.. She breathed in, 
fighting her tears and whispered. 


"James... l.. | love you.. Oh, Gods.. you have no idea just how much | love you right now..” She ran to me, 


throwing her arms around my neck and smiling through the tears. 


Wait. she likes it? Or.? | don't get it.. she loves me. but | see the tears.. As an answer to my puzzling 
thoughts she pulled me to her lips, gazing into my eyes with delight. 


"It will be the best New Year's ever!" 


Well, I'll be damned, she surprised me again.. | was sure she would at least whine about the luck of comfort. 


"You. you like all this? | mean, you okay with a primitive. spartan living?" 


"Gods, yes! You don't get it James, do you? This is.. this is how | lived! This is how everyone lived back then! 
Don't get me wrong, | love all the modern things, it's easier, it's wonderful, but this.. you have no idea how | 
missed this! Simple, primitive, barbaric, and so dear to my heart! l.. thank you! For giving me the chance to 


relieve it again, chance to feel like I'm back in time, back in my time.. thank you!" 


Her lips touched mine, pulling me into tender kiss and my thoughts drowned into bliss. Fuck, I'm such a moron.. 


how could | forget? | let myself smile. | didn't plan it, but seems like | did good, better than good. 
‘lm glad you like it." 


‘James. this will be amazing! We're all alone, lost in time, and we can sit by the fireplace, or make a fire pit 
outside, | love open fires! And. oh my Gods! Open fire! | can cook an old fashioned meal for you! | don't think 
you can handle real viking food, but | can make shashlick, roasted on a spit! Mnn. it was always my favorite! 
And we can bake potatoes in the ashes, just like me and my father used to! And then tomorrow, | can cook 
rotisserie style chicken! Oh my Gods! How | missed it alll" She spun in my arms, gripping my hand and pulling 


me to the house. "| can't wait to start! Come onl" 


"l. | only brought a few steaks for a barbeque.. the rest is a canned food." | smiled with relief, salivating at 


the idea of eating all the things she mentioned. 


"Fuck canned food! | can use the steak for the shashlick, but | need to marinade it in wine.. but it would be so 
much better to have some rice fresh meat. ls there a village near by? There has to be! We'll go and get 
everything we need for the best New Year's party ever, Medieval style!" She was glowing with excitement, and 


her enthusiasm made my heart beat faster. | smiled and jumped into action. 


"Okay! There's a farmers market fifty miles from here. Lets start the fire first, so it's warmed up when we 
come back. We need food, candles, wine and skewers!" | caught her hand, pulling her back to me. “Alex.. thank 
you. | was so afraid you'd hate it here.. thank you for being you, for making me feel like | feel right now.. for.. 
for being the best. thank you." 


XXXXXIll. 


XXXXXIll. 
Somewhere in 1994.. 


(James' POV) 


We did it, the most out of the box crazy idea became a plan, then rolled into recording and then into a live gig. 
Who would've ever guessed that Metallica would share the stage with an orchestra But we did it and it was 
great. Many of our friends were there to celebrate this achievement with us, everyone loved it. It was great.. 


it really was. | downed another glass of whiskey and reclined into the chair. 


My eyes drifted to the dark window and my hand pulled on the collar of the shirt, making the ring on the 
chain jump up. Fingers quickly grasped the cold metal, twirling it, eyes closed, chest heaved up, feeling my heart 
squeeze painfully. Sorrow rose up from the depths of my heart, threatening to swallow my mind, pushing over 
the barrier, suffocating, overpowering. My eyes flew open, bleeding heart sending my hands to desperately 
grab the bottle as if it was a life raft. My lips quivered on the edge of the glass, ready to release the name 
with a sob, but | swallowed it, chasing it back deep inside with the burning liquid. Another day, another bottle, 


another silent cry, another year without her.. 


| held it all in for nine years, | pushed it all deep inside, built barriers, an invincible wall, and locked it all away. | 
put my heart into a cement box and wrapped it in chains with locks. For nine years | didn't let anyone open it, 
but for some reason today | pulled that ring out of the hidden box and wore it to the gig. | don't know why | 
did that, self-punishment maybe, or maybe it was last night's dream that brought it all back, opening the old 


wound in my heart. 


A few more speedy gulps sent my head back into a numb fog, the empty bottle hitting the table, while my 
hands clenched into fists and relaxed My heart slowed down, returning to a mechanical rhythm. The box closed 
and the chains returned to their rightful place, locks clicking closed. | carefully breathed in, listening to my 
heart, but it was silent once again Back to the normal existence. | slowly stood up and navigated my way to 
the bedroom. Not caring for the noise | made, | pulled off my shirt and dropped on the bed My head pounded 


heavily, the room spun, and | closed my eyes, catching up with my drunk mind. Wasted.. again.. 
"You finally made it to bed" Warm hands swiped over my back and loving lips landed on my skin. 
"Yeah.. why are you still up?" | opened my eyes. 


"| was waiting for you." Smiling lips moved on my shoulder and blonde hair tickled my back 


"You shouldn't have.. not today, l'm tired.." | pulled out of my wife's arms. Not today.. out of all days, not 
today.. Please don't.. 


"James... are you still mad at me? Nothing happened, | just asked someone to look at that place and see what 
they can do, | wasn't going to start anything. | only wanted to make it better.. | know how much you like that 
place, all | wanted is to be a part of it, make it more.. suitable, so we can join you. | didn't know it would be 
such a big deal to you.. | mean it's just a cabin in the woods. All | wanted to do is build some simple 
accommodations, like a pump for running water and a bathroom, bring a generator, make the place more 


livable." 

‘It's perfect just as it is." | felt my jaw clench. 

"Not for me and Cali." Lips returned to my shoulder. 

"Because its not for you, it's my place to be alone, and its fucking fine how it is!" | pressed my lips together, 
fighting the anger. The dark box in my chest jumped, pulling on the chains, making me take a deep breath. | will 


never bring anyone in there, it's sacred to me, it's.. it's all | have left.. the last hope.. 


"James, tell me the truth.. does that cabin have anything to do with.. her... does it have anything to do with 


Alex?" 

The name hit me right in the heart and the box flew open, spreading the pain through my body, drawing air 
out of my lungs as my hands gripped into the covers, turning to fists. A black vortex opened up, oozing 
through the walls. | breathed in, fighting against it. The sad voice behind me broke the silence. 

It does doesn't it? | was right." 

"Who told you that name?" 


"You did." 


"No | didn't" | would never! That name was forbidden, not to be said anywhere around me, for years no one 


ever reminded me of that name. My fists turned white, crushing the fabric. 


"James.. you asked me to marry you, you told me you loved me, we've been together for almost five years, 
married for last two, and all this time | was a perfect wife. | never complained, | stood by you, | gave you a 
daughter. | loved you more than anything in this world, but despite all that her name is the only name you 
whisper at night! Not mine, hers." 


| can't control my dreams and you fucking know it. Fran.. drop it. not today... 


‘James. | can survive your cheating, it hurts, but | can survive it. | can put in place a few eager groupies. | 


knew what | was getting into and | took it with the territory, hoping one day you'll change, one day you'll get it. 


One day you'll love me enough to care. | can fight your whores, | can't fight her.. | can't fight a memory. | 
can't.. she's still here, in your heart, in your mind, in your dreams, in that damn cabin! | know you're still 
looking for her and worst of all.. | know that if you ever find her.. if she ever shows up and decides to take 


you back, you would forget my name in a heart beat." 
"| said drop it! We're never going to talk about her! She's none of your business!" 


"She becomes my business when you throw a fit about a shitty cabin, she becomes my business when you 


prefer to ditch your family every fucking New Year's!" 


"| told you, Christmas is for family, New Year's | like to spend with my friends! That's how it is and that is 
how it's going to bel” Heavy head, heavy heart pounding in my chest. Not today.. | roughly stood up and turned, 
stumbling on pair of sad blue eyes. 


"Liar! | know you go to the cabin and you go there alone. You go there every New Year, to be with her, with 
the memory of her!" 


My heart went into overdrive, anger splashed in my head, pushing out a low roar. 


"What are you spying on me now? That is it! You crossed the fucking line! I'm out of here!" | quickly grabbed 
my shirt and opened the door. My wife's scream chased after me. 


"James! Don't you walk away from me! You owe me some respect!" 


| slammed the door behind me and threw my jacket over the opened shirt, grabbing the keys off the table. 
Another slammed door, and cold air hit my lungs, bringing tears to my eyes. | almost ran to my pickup, 
escaping from an unwanted reality. The tires screeched on the drive way and the truck sped up on the road, 
carrying me away from this moment, away from anger, from spinning darkness, from everything that was 
now. My hands pulled at the steering wheel, painfully squeezing the leather, and lips pressed together, locking 
the sob inside, teeth clenched, face turning into a stone. My foot ground the gas pedal to the floor, causing the 
engine to howl and my mind and heart joined together, picking the destination of my escape. 


A few hours of insane driving passed with a tensed up body and mind, desperately holding it all together, not 
allowing the memory to surface. The pickup halted with a rough kick and the engine died at the turn of the key 
as my eyes stopped on the cold and lifeless cabin in the headlights of my truck. My heart pulled and | rushed 
through the door, pushing inside. After a frantic clicking of a lighter, a lonely candle lit up the darkness. | 
crashed on the couch, shaking in the cold, and my lips shook again, unable to hold the sob any longer. 


"Alex." 


My numb body melted into the cold softness, heart breaking through the locks, chains dropped down, letting 
nine years of pain flood my body. | whispered the name over and over again, repeating it like a mantra, 


summoning, begging, wishing. And when my mind cleared up, my eyes drifted to the picture on the wall, barely 


visible in the twinkling candle light. 


"Two happy New Years | spent here with you.. and then nine painfully alone, waiting, dreaming that you'll come 
here.. but you never did.. " My heart jitter, heavily dropping down, as memories of the past broke through the 
barrier that I'd build. 


--"This is how you do it!" Alex smiled at me from across the table, as she changed her hands, juggling the 
hot, just out of the fire potato. "You do this, cooling it off, then take the skin off on the top, like this, then 
blow the steam off, then add some salt and butter, and it's ready to eat 


| repeated her movements, burning my fingers on charcoal skin before my teeth sunk into hot goodness and | 


closed my eyes. 


"Wow.. | never thought potatoes could taste so good! That's so different! And that smell of the fire and ashes, 
awesome!" Liquified, burning butter slid to the side, dripping down from the steaming top of the potato over 
my fingers. "Ouch! Hot!" 


| quickly changed my hands and she laughed, watching me battle with the potato. 

"Be patient! You have to wait for it to cool off a bit!" 

"| cant, it tastes so good!" | took another bite, savoring it 

"So you like my kind of party so far?" She giggled, watching me devouring the last tasty bits. 


"I love it! The food is just... it's so good, | have no words! And that. what did you call it? Shashlick? It's 


amazing!" My eyes roamed over the table.. | would soo eat more, but I'm absolutely stuffed. 


‘It was always my favorite! See, everything tastes better when you cook it on an open fire, people knew it back 


then" 


"That's the best food I've ever tasted, hands down! Oh.. shit, we didn't miss the time did we?" | quickly glanced 
at the watch. "Twenty minutes till midnight, I'd better get the champagne ready!" 


| stood up, pulling the chilled bottle out of the ice bucket. Should | get it ready, or wait a bit longer? | looked at 
the table and my eyes stopped on the tray with last two skewers of meat, then moved on to the chicken and 
back to the meat. | think | can eat a bit more.. now that l'm standing | feel some space left.. medieval people 
knew how to celebrate. | looked at the watch again and then it hit me. There were no watches or clocks back 


then.. how did they know it was midnight? 
“Alex.. how did you tell time back then? | mean, how did you know when it was the New Year?" 


"Well, we didn't really have a New Year's, it didn't exist back then. We had other festivities at approximately 


the same time of the year." Alex reclined into her chair with a smile. 
"Like what?" | repeated her move, lowering the bottle back into the ice. It can wait.. 


"Well, we celebrated many Gods back then, it was time for the Winter solstice or Koleda and it lasted for ten 
days. During the first feast, space at the table was reserved for Ghosts, who were said to arrive on a sleigh. 
Each family made a fire in their hearth, its an old word for a fireplace, and invited their personal household 
Gods to join in the festivities. The longest night of the year was celebrated as the day of the Black God. On 
this night, Hors, symbolizing the old sun, becomes smaller as the days become shorter, then he dies. He is said 
to be defeated by the dark and evil powers of the Black God. In honor of Hors, we danced a ritual chain-dance 
which was called the horovod. Then cleanse ourselves by jumping over the fire.. Children disguise themselves 
on evenings and nights as Koledari, and visited houses and sang wishes of good luck, and as a reward, they 
were given little gifts. | guess part of that ritual moved to your Halloween. At this time of year there were 
also candles lit for Dievins and kept burning until the end, when they extinguished, it was the sign of an end to 
the unhappiness of the previous year." Alex's face turned somewhat sad with the memories and | moved to 


her side of the table, wrapping my arm around her. 
“Sounds like fun." 


"It was, and although | love the New Year's and Christmas of this time, the old ways were more.. | don't know... 
they had more fire, more.heart, more happiness, you know.. It was just different.. lim glad | can remember it 
all right now, here with you in this little cabin." Her eyes peered into mine, lighting up and returning to 
happiness. 


"Since you like it, we can make it our tradition, coming here for every New Year. And you can feed me more 


of this amazing food." 


"Done! But promise me you'll never change anything in here, leave it as is and this will be our litte corner of 


the modern world lost in time." 


"Donel It'll be like our secret way back to your world" | pulled her into a kiss, her hands moving over my 
chest, drawing lines of heat up to the back of my neck, and raising a different kind of hunger in me. Lips 
parted and she pulled away. 


"Time to open the champagne, or we're going to miss midnight..." 
"Fuck the champagne, this is so much better." My hands pulled her back, lips returning the soft caress. Her 
hands flew back to my neck, body pressed to mine, igniting my desire. My hands crunched her top up, fulfilling 


the need to feel her soft, warm skin She giggled into my mouth, pulling back 


"Then you'd better bring some more wood for the fireplace, so it lasts for the night.. and you don't have to go 


out there later, all.. naked."-- 


Smiling eyes winked at me, fading away as my mind returned me back to present time. But my heart refused 
to let go, begging to continue, and | breathed out. 


"No. don't go.. stay with me..” 


| opened my eyes to darkness, body shaking with chills as the cold reached all the way to my core. My eyes 
looked over the empty room, the weak flame of a lonely candle flicker with my breath, losing the battle to the 
darkness. Alex. don't go.. | need you.. | want to remember it all, the whole day.. whole night. | need this.. | need 
to remember, to relive it.. Alex's last words echoed in my mind. ‘Wood for the fireplace, so it lasts all night.. | 
quickly stood up and almost ran outside, loading pieces of frozen wood in my arms. My legs turned back, 
hurried by the heart, and | pushed the door with my back, walked in, freezing in the middle of the room, eyes 
stopping on the barren black mouth of the listless fireplace. 


| closed my eyes, forcing myself away from this dark and cold world, returning back to the past. The darkness 
lit up, changing the room, bringing it back to life, brightened by memories.. The logs dropped down on the floor, 
just like they did that amazing night, the first night of nineteen eighty-nine, when | came back from the 
outside to find a bewitching picture.. 


Alex was laying on her stomach by the fireplace, watching the fire hungrily devour wood. Her perfect, naked 
body was stretched on the fur cover she pulled off the bed. A pillow was tucked under her chest, eyes 
burning with reflections of flames. | breathed in, feeling my heart jumping in my chest at the view in front of 
me. | quickly pulled my jacket off and lowered myself by her side. My lips touched her shoulder, sliding lower 
over her back, while hands slid over the silky warmth, lips nibbled, kissed, and | breathed in her smell. | 
continued to move lower on her back, melting into loving bliss. My chest expanded with a moan of 
overwhelming joy. | laid my cheek on her lower back, catching up with my heart, which was beating fast in 


absolute happiness. | could've stayed like this forever.. 

"James.. what are you doing?" 

"Loving you.." 

She turned in my arms with a smile. "| want to do that too.” 

Her lips found mine, tongues stating fiery dance and hands caressing each other in slow, tender movements. 
She pulled my shirt off, and lips parted with moans. Her eyes, with wild golden arabesques of fire, gazed into 
mine and our lips came together again, bodies cling to each other, needing more. Her foot traveled along the 
back of my leg, up to the thigh, making me push my groin to hers, and as | released a frustrated cry at the 
painful reminder that | still had my pants on, she pulled back with a giggle. 


"Once again, l'm all ready for you, and you're not" The arabesques in her eyes flickered wickedly. 


Her hands pushed me back, pulling me up with her. As we stood up, her loving lips traveled over my face, to 
my shoulder and neck, soft touches continuing to my chest. Hands unbuttoned and slid down my pants, lips 


moved lower as she went down on her knees, kissing her way over my body. | pulled air into my lungs when 
she reached pulsating flesh, but she smiled into my skin and pulled me down to my knees in front of her, 


returning to my lips. 

"Not just yet.. | want more of the loving tenderness.” 

"You're such a tease..” | smiled, looking into blue-green darkened lakes, flames shimmering in her eyes. 

"We do have all night and a few days.. we have time for it all.” 

| smiled again, softly brushing the back of my fingers on her skin, slowly traveling from her neck to her chest. 


"You never wear your pendant anymore.. since Germany.. and l.. | got you something to replace it.. wait one 
second. Just close your eyes, and don't move." | kissed her, unwillingly letting her body out of my arms, making 
a quick trip back to the couch, in a hurry to come back on my knees in front of her. My fingers opened the 
box, pulling out the ring on the chain and my lips settled into a smile, as | pushed the chain over her head, 
lowering the pendant on her chest, lips softly touching hers. 


"Happy nineteen eighty-ninel” 


She looked down, touching the ring, pulling it closer. A light gasp left her lips, reading the inscription on the 
inside of the ring out loud. "I'll love you forever.. and nothing else matters." 


Ill love you forever too..” Her eyes, full of love, flew up to mine and she pulled me closer. | moved forward, 
ready to melt into the kiss, but my lips moved through cold air. | opened my eyes, falling out of my memories 


and back into darkness. 


My body crumbled under the weight of a heavy mountain of regret, and | dropped to my knees. Hand clasped 
around the ring, my jaw clenched to the point of muscles spasm, but a moan made its way out, emptying my 
lungs. | opened my mouth, desperately trying to draw air back into my constricted chest as my hand moved 
higher, gripping at the chain, making it cut into skin like a choker. | pulled harder, bringing a sharp pain, and the 
silver links gave in, falling apart. The ring jumped on the chain, frantically pacing side to side, just like it did that 
day.. my darkest day.. the black day nine years ago.. the day | lost her. My heart choked on the growing lump 


in my throat, as the painful memory took over my mind. 


The Damaged Justice tour was over, after a few free months we were back in our studio, mainly playing 
around, jamming, thinking, and planning the new album. | had lots of ideas running in my head and we had tapes 
on top of tapes of recorded riffs, solos, parts, bits and pieces. Me and Alex celebrated another amazing New 
Year in our dropped out of time sanctuary. The year nineteen ninety started on a high note, with a Grammy 


for best metal performance for One, and was promising to be a great one. 


Life was perfect with the band and with Alex. Sergey's first book that she translated was released in stores 


and it was a hit. He insisted on her joining him at book signings in multiple stores all over the country. The 


whole ordeal took a little bit over three weeks, which flew by fast, despite me missing her by my side. The 
last few days | spend partying with Warlock, a German band we became friends with during the Monsters of 
Rock fest in eighty-six. They dropped by for an unsuspected visit on their way to Hollywood to record their 


second album under anew band name, Doro. 


The black day arrived with Alex's call. She was finally back in Santa Barbara and invited me to a party to 
celebrate the success of the book, but | had plans. To trade a huge rocker style party for a boring, formal 
banquet, full of pompous literature snobs and the queer friends of Sergey and Tom was not even a question to 
me, and Alex knew that. She just laughed off my excuses and said that she had one last book signing tomorrow 
afternoon in a local store and then she would be on her way home. If | knew back then that this decision of 


mine would rip my heart out.. | would've dropped everything and ran to fucking Santa Barbara, but | didn't.. 


The wild, loud party moved all over the town, multiple bars, multiple houses, strip clubs, booze.. old days 
craziness, laughter, memories. By the end of the night me and Doro ended up together, talking non stop, 
remembering our short lived fuck buddy hookup during the Fest. With more booze our talk turned to music, 
then to relationships and | started to talk about Alex. Doro laughed at me, saying she never expected me to 
turn into a love puppy. As my alcohol loosened tongue praised the girl | was in love with, Doro insisted on 
meeting this wonder girl, who got the heart of the mighty Hetfield. Since that was impossible at the moment, 
and Doro kept insisting to at the very least see a picture of Alex, my drunk mind didn't see anything wrong 
with taking her into our house. More booze in someone's car that smelled like pot, drunk giggling while 


navigating our way in the dark driveway. 


Memories of how we got into the empty house was somewhat blurred, pictures, more booze, Doro lighting 
another joint and offering it to me. The faded memory of me saying ‘I hate that shit." then a memory of 
blowing smoke out..The rest of the night | remember in flash like shots. Laughter, more drinking, more 
laughter, her taking her top off, her hands on my bare torso. Me on my back on the couch, her pulling my 
pants off, me laughing.. Her naked body pounding on top of me.. and then.. Alex's pale face in the doorway, tears 
in her eyes. It shook me out of my drunk-drugged state, pulled my body up with desperate words. | tripped 


over something on the floor and went down, falling into the darkness. 


When | came back to reality Alex wasn't there. Doro was fully dressed sitting on the floor near by, smoking a 
cigarette. | tried to get my spinning, pounding head together, get up and run after Alex, but she stopped me. 


"James. l'm sorry, but she's long gone.. you were out for a few hours.. it's all my fucking fault.. | didn't fucking 
mean to. it just happened...” 


"Did she say anything?" | didn't recognize my own voice. 


"No... she just.. it's all fucked up.. | tried to tell her that it was nothing, that we were fucking drunk and high, 
that we didn't know what the fuck we were doing.. that it was all just part of our crazy rock life and she 
shouldn't take it personally. She didn't scream, or make a scene, she didn't even try to fucking hit me.. she just 
left, not saying a word, took her suitcase and loaded it into some old fucking car. | asked her to stay, to talk to 
you, | fucking begged her to wait.. She just gave me this and drove away.. " 


Doro opened her hand and a chain slid out of her fingers, letting the ring dangle in front of my eyes as though 


it was shaking its head at me, in a repeating ‘no’. 


She didn't come back, not that day, not the day after, weeks, months drifted in fading hope. | looked for her 
everywhere, but no one knew were she was, not even Meg.. | didn't know what to do, | was heartbroken and | 
couldn't even hide it, for the first time, all what was happening inside of me spilled out in lyrics.. The Black 
album... 


| surfaced from the memory line, the hand with the ring rising up and a finger sliding over the engraving on 
the inside of the ring. My heart repeated the words, painfully turning in my chest. Nothing Else Matters.. | put 
that damn song on the album.. | sang it every fucking gig for the last nine years, hoping she would hear me.. 
hoping she would forgive me.. | came to this cabin every year, hoping that she would be here.. Nine years of 


drowning this black hole in my heart with booze, nine years of living as Unforgiven, living on autopilot, giving all 


of me to the band. 


Nine years of life happening on its on. somehow | managed to pretend, to numb my heart, to seem normal on 
the outside. | drifted from depression to anger, from hope to despair, the only thing that never changed was 
my love for her. Part of my bleeding heart slithered into my lyrics, but only my bandmates knew where it 
was coming from. Part of me kept going, | got married, had a kid, part of me lived, continued moving forward, 
while the other part was standing still in time, here in this cabin, waiting, hoping, pacing in pain and slowly dying. 
My eyes returned to the picture, lips moving in a whisper. 


"Alex.. come back. please, hear me and come back.. come back or let me free." 


XXXXXIV. 


XXXXXIV. 
(James' POV) 


Two years passed since that night of falling apart in the cabin. | managed to push it all back inside, as deep as | 
could, and kept my heart under control, going on the tour and dissolve in music helped too. Things seemed to 
be back to normal with my wife, the topic of Alex never surfaced again. After that night of falling to pieces, | 
couldn't go back to the cabin, | couldn't let myself to come unglued like that again, so | spent the next two New 
Year's with my friends. 


Meanwhile normal life went on, me and Fran welcomed another child, a son, and | even started to believe that | 
finally closed the chapter of my life in search for Alex. Maybe this was how it was supposed to be, how it 
was meant to be. Or maybe I'd just finally succeeded in drowning my lost love in an ocean of booze. Almost 
succeeded.. my heart was the only one refusing to let go and jumped every time | heard her name in a crowd. 
| was standing in the kitchen with a bottle of water in my hand, twirling the car keys in another, waiting for 
Fran to get the kids ready. We were planning on a trip to her parents’, a fucking normal social visit, normal 
fucking life. | took a sip of water, glanced at the clock on the wall, and howled in the direction of the kids! room. 


"Are we leaving yet? Come on, | don't want to be stuck in the fucking noon traffic!" 


"Don't swear, they can hear you! We're almost ready, just a few more min--" The voice of my wife got cut 


off with a loud ring. 


| threw the keys on the table and picked up the phone, mentally swearing at whoever the fuck was on the 
other end of the line. 


‘James here." Grumpy words, followed by another sip of water. This better be short. 
The familiar voice of one of my car buddies greeted me happily. 


"Hey James, its Randy! Are you still looking for a ‘57 convertible Chevy Bel Air, done in custom kandy black 


with a white outline?" 


The hand with the water froze midair on the way to my mouth, a wave of heat splashing in my mind. Old 
Betsy! 


"You found it?!" | breathed out, feeling my heart racing in my chest, loudly pounding blood in my temples. 


"Yep, got it in the auction, they just delivered it, so it's sitting pretty in my shop right now. | thought of giving 
you a call, | remember a few years back you asked me if | could find it. That plate is there, so.. it's that car, 
l'm sure, | kind of blew a fortune on it.. so, | do hope you still want it, although it's not in the best condition, 


looks like it hasn't run for a while." 


"l'Il be right there! Give me a few seconds! " My heart flew up with Randy's words, hand reaching for the keys 
on the table, eyes drifting to the loaded car on the drive way. "No, wait.. fuck! | can't today.. Shit!" 


| rubbed my head, frantically thinking of a way to get to the shop today. | couldn't ditch Fran.. | fucking 
promised to go.. but it's Old Betsy! | need to get there now, | have to! Motherfucking fuck! Randy's voice pulled 
me out of my thoughts. 

‘Its okay, it can wait, but not too long, there is another buyer." 

"Ill double whatever he offers! | have to have it!" 

"Well, hell.. that's the words he said. The fuck is it with this car?" 

"Randy, I'll be right there! Just wait for me! You know | can fucking bury him with bidding, right?" 

"I know, | already told him, but he's very persistent. Traced me down all the way from the auction, some young 
guy, by the looks of it he's just an assistant, he kept talking with someone on the phone while bidding. He was 
disappointed when | outbid him big. He showed up this morning, all pale, said he had to have it, his boss wants 
it or she'll fire his ass, he mumbled something about the rightful owner.." 

The bottle of water dropped out of my hand, splashing on the floor, and my heart jumped and stopped. 

Alex.. 

"Did he say her name? Did he called her Alex?" 

"No he didn't mention the name, you know her?" 

"lIl be right there! Try to find out more. no.. just wait for me, I'll be right there!" 

| almost dropped the phone on the table, hand gripping the keys, heart pounded, speeding up my hectic 
movements, | quickly turned, almost running into Fran. My wife was standing in the doorway with Castor in her 
arms. 


"Alex. You never stopped looking for her, did you?" 


"Fran. |." 


She reached over and took the car keys out of my hand. 


"Go, go find her, go do whatever you want. l'm done. | can't do it anymore. | can't.. l'm going to my parents’ and 


l'm taking the kids with me. You go and find her." 
"Fran, don't do this.” 


"| should've done this a long time ago, seems to me it's the only way to your heart. She walked away from you 
and you still love her. I'm here, taking all the shit and | get treated like nothing. One word about her and you're 


ready to drop it all and run. No more James, no more of this, | can't deal with it, | can't. I'm walking away." 
"Fran." 


"No. You find her and talk to her and if after you're done chasing your memory, you feel like me and the kids 


mean anything to you, you know where to find us." 


She turned around and walked out of the door. | watched her get in the car, watched the car slowly creep off 
the driveway, and when it vanished from my view, my body came out of stupor. My heart pounded, tearing in 


half, but the beat kept repeating Alex's name. 


| drove to the body shop, chased by that name, hoping and afraid to hope. My mind was completely scrambled, 
it was reminding me that | have a responsibility, that | have kids, that my wife just walked out on me, and | 
just stood there, that | have to drive in the opposite direction to get my kids and her back.. but my heart 
didn't want to hear any of it, pushing forward to Alex. 


Every heartbeat sang ‘it's her, it has to be, there is only one rightful owner! | found her, | finally found her! It 
kept up a crazy beat, flying ahead of my mind, silencing it, and my mind finally gave in | broke my own 
speeding record, getting to the shop in twenty long minutes. The first thing | saw was Old Betsy. My heart 
recognized it on the spot, but my mind needed more proof, afraid to believe that my search was over. | 
quickly opened the door and peeked inside. There it was. a custom made chrome plate near the shift knob. "Old 
Betsy." My heart stopped, legs suddenly going numb, and | slid onto the floor, leaning against the open car door. 


Eleven years.. eleven long, painful years.. and now | finally found you.. 


"Hey James! Man, are you okay? You look like you've seen a ghost!" Randy walked out of the office, looking at 
me with worry. | pushed myself up, feeling my heart speed up, ready to jump out of my chest. 


"Where is that guy? | need to find his boss." 


"He split. weird story really.. you know, | told him there is one very interested buyer and as soon as he heard 
your name, he got all.. He looked just like you right now, got all white, mumbled ‘shit, not him’ then left, 
nervously dialing the phone. | mean his hands were shaking! What's the fucking deal with this car?" 


Randy's words sent my heart flopping down, like a cut off tree. She doesn't want me to find her.. My mind 
came back with a pounding headache. She doesn't want to be found, she never forgave you. | breathed in and 


swallowed the sorrow that rose up in my chest. 
"Its her, now l'm sure of it.. Randy, | need to find her." 
"Well, fuck. | have no idea who she was, | mean he never told me." 


| have to see her, | have to talk to her, | have to, | need to.. | can't continue like this.. | need to see her. | 


looked into the eyes of my friend. 
"All this, the car, the search, it was all to find her." 


"Fuck, James, | never thought you of all people would be a guy who's looking for some chick. | mean, they 


usually look for you, even your marriage didn't fix that.” Randy smirked. 
"Randy, | need to find her." 


"Okay... fuck." Randy scratched the back of his head. "I know his first name is Andrew, although he signed into 
the auction with a number like everyone else. wait, how the fuck did he find my shop? That little shit must've 
payed someone at the auction to get my address. Those fuckers! Its supposed to be--" 


"Auction! We can do the same! We can get his name and address! Come on, money is not an issue, call, talk to 


someone, anyone, you know people, you know who to ask, come on, Randy, | need it!" 
"Okay, I'll see what | can do." Randy looked at me with curiosity and vanished behind his office door. 


| breathed in and returned my eyes to Old Betsy, hand sliding from the side to the front as | walked around 
the car and dropped into the passenger's seat. My hands shook, gliding over the dashboard, heavy heart 
skipped and pushed tears to my eyes. Old Betsy witnessed it all.. she was a part of it.. part of us.. me and 
Alex. My heart jitter as memories took over my mind. Our first encounter.. darts.. then a kiss.. our talk after 
we came back form Santa Barbara.. our first night.. the days we worked on this car.. my confession of love.. | 


closed my eyes, submerging into memories of the happy days. 


"Here, that little prick actually went and bought half of the stuff there, erasing his info. Sounds like she doesn't 
want to be found. | just got an address, no name. It cost me. you, five hundred bucks." Randy's voice pulled me 


out of my daydream. ‘She doesn't want to be found. the words landed like a hammer on my heart: 
| came out of the car and looked at the yellow square in his hand, almost afraid to touch it. She doesn't want 
me to find her.. all she wanted was her car, not me.. My heart sunk, a shaking hand taking the note as | felt 


shivers reading the short address line. Alex.. 


'So.. you're still buying the car, right? | wasn't going to buy it for myself, | only bet, because | remembered 


that you were looking for it." Randy looked at the Chevy, then turned to me with a sour face. 


"| wouldn't trade this car for a kingdom, its priceless to me. And I'll be forever in your debt for this." | quickly 
pulled out my check book, carefully folding the note with the address and hiding it in my pocket. 


"No need for debt, for you it's just the price | bought it for, plus that five hundred for the address." Randy 


smiled. 
| quickly wrote the check, not even paying attention to the number, all my thoughts were consumed with my 


next move. My heart was already on its way to Saint Francis Wood in southwestern San Francisco, seven 


hundred Rosewood Drive.. the end point of eleven years of searching. 


My shirt clung to my suddenly wet back, hands shaking before pressing the door bell in, and my heart paused, 
holding on to a faint hope. The door slowly opened and | breathed in with surprise. 


"Meg en 


"I wish | could say l'm happy to see you, James. | was surprised when Andrew told me you were the one 


looking for Old Betsy. Why? Why do you want it?" Meg glared at me. 

"Where is Alex?" My eyes searched what | could see of the room behind her. 

"Were you looking for her? Why? You made it perfectly clear you want nothing to do with her." The cold notes 
of hostility in her voice made me step back Eleven years and she sounds like she did back then.. forever 


unforgiven.. | lowered my head, hiding my sorrow and breathing out my plea 


"Meg... it was just a stupid drunk mistake.. the worst mistake of my life.." | looked back into her eyes. "And 


trust me | paid for it in full. Meg, please tell me you know where | can find her.." 
Meg closed the door behind her, stepping out onto the porch. 
"Yeah, | know where you can find her, she's been there for two years now, same place." 


"I need to see her! | can't believe | finally found her!" | grabbed her shoulders, feeling my heart jumping in my 
chest. Meg pulled away, stepping back and crossing her arms over her chest. 


"James, are you drunk or crazy or.. what the fuck is wrong with you? Why do you suddenly want to find 
her?" 


"Suddenly?!" | choked on my own scream. "| never stopped looking! l.. Meg, | never stopped loving her, please tell 


me where she is!" 


"You never stopped loving her? So did that day, nine years ago not happen, or did you just didn't love her that 
day?" Meg's eyes pierced me with a hateful glare. 


"What.? What the fuck are you talking about? Nine years ago? The very last time | saw Alex was that fucking 


worst day of my life, eleven years ago! All this time | was searching for her everywhere, | never stopped!" 


"All this time you were drunk! So drunk you can't even remember sending your fucking bouncer to talk to her! 
You didn't even have the heart to come yourself! You sent fucking Evelyn! Go away James, go back to your 
life, to your wife, to your booze!" Meg turned around, but | caught her arm, barely breathing in shock. 


"Evelyn? What the fuck? When, where did |? | would never! | didn't... What the fuck are you talking about?" 


‘Let me refresh you drunken memory. London, October of nineteen ninety-two. Alex went to your gig and after 
she wrote you a note, wanting to meet the next day and talk. She wanted to tell you. tell you everything... and 
you, you sent you fucking guard dog!" Meg spat out the words that dug into my heart like knives, sending my 
body into a cold flush. 


"What?" The world spun, pushing the ground from under my feet. One hand gripped into the banister, the other 
desperately reached for Meg. 


"Meg, I've never.. | don't know anything about the note. do you really think | would do that? | love her, | never 
stopped loving her! | would've ran there myself, | would've stood on my knees in front of her until she forgave 
me! All this time she thought.. God.. Meg, she needs to know the truth! Please tell me where she is!" The last 
words drew air out of my lungs, making me gasp for air. Blood pounded painfully in my head. She was looking 
for me.. she tried to come back... | never got her note! | never did! | never sent anyone! | never... | would never! 


My lips released my thought as a whisper. "I would never..” 
Meg looked at me, then stepped closer, putting her hand on my shoulder. 


‘James... shit.. you really never got her note. did you? God.. that fucking bitch! | was so angry at you for so 
long for what you did, the way you treated Alex.. God.. James, l'm sorry." 


"Please tell me where she is." My lips pushed through the tears. 


"James.. l.. fuck.. James.. it's too late." She bit her lip, her eyes warming up, and the hand on my shoulder 


moved. "Everything happens for a reason.. come inside.. seems like we need to talk.” 


XXXXXV. 


XXXXXV 


(James' POV) 


My heart was beating fast, threatening to jump out and scream, while Meg was unraveling to me what 
happened since the last day | saw Alex. She did run, all the way to the other side of the world, she ran to 


Russia. Sergey's relatives took her in, and she continued to work as a translator, hidden from everyone. 


"She didn't keep any contact with anyone, not even me, the only people that knew her whereabouts were Tom 
and Sergey. When they told her that me and Kirk had gotten divorced, she called me. She wanted to be there 
for me.. but she couldn't.. she couldn't travel.. she was.. she just couldn't." Meg voice trailed off, as she 
quickly glanced at the pictures on the wall, then turned back to me, lowering her eyes. "We talked on the phone 
after that day.." 


"You mean when | came to your old house, before the Black tour, you knew where she was.. you. you lied to 


me? Why?" | pushed out, feeling the blood pounding loudly in my temples. She looked back at me with a sigh. 


"James.. you were drunk and.. it wasn't... | didn't have a choice. | couldn't.. It was between you and her and she 
wasn't ready. She.. She was still hurting and wasn't ready to talk. plus.. she didn't want you to feel like she 
came back because she needed you.. she..you know how she felt with her independence thing. Work and.. other 
things kept her busy.. Then you came to tour in Russia, she saw your gig on TV.. she called.. she was crying.. 
said she couldn't live like this, that she couldn't forget you, couldn't just throw it all away.. " Meg's eyes 


searched my face, another sigh escaping from her chest. 


"She couldn't stop loving you. She came back to the States a few months later, she made up her mind, she was 
independent, working for a big book company, and she wanted to finally talk to you, but you were still on tour. 
In October she had to go to London, to meet with some new authors, and you were there at the same time, 
and she thought it was a sign. She went to your gig, and after the show was over she gave a note for you to 


one of the roadies, who remembered her." 


My mind screeched, trying to retrieve any memory of anything on that day in London, but | drew a blank. | 
was pissed drunk for the most of that tour. But | knew one thing, | never got her note. Meg lowered her eyes 


and continued. 
"We spent almost all night on the phone with each other, she was so nervous.. the next day she waited for 
you in the small cafe that me and her once had a breakfast in, its near The Leap Frog store that she bought 


your wolf pendant in." Meg swallowed and continue with a sad voice. 


"When Evelyn showed up, Alex knew it was over. She left after the first words came out of that bitch's 


mouth. ‘James couldn't come, he's very busy, he asked me to find out if you need anything..” 


My fingers turned white, gripping at the chair, and a moan of pain escaped my chest. Meg's hands turned the 
cup in her hands and she shook her head, looking back at me. 


"After Alex told me what happened | almost flew to London to fucking kill you. | was so mad at you for doing it 
that way, sending your fucking bouncer to Alex! God, | can't imagine how diminished she must've felt! Like you 
put her on the same line with your Edna's.. " 


"Meg... | would've never!" My fingers cracked, clenching into tight fists. 


"She never tried again, she came home, bought a nice house in Carmel, but she was never the same after 


that.. it's like she died inside.. Then the word spread that you got engaged.” 

Anger boiled my core and hate locked my jaws, as my mind screamed in a red fog of rage. That bitch! If | 
knew where to find her now, | would make her pay! Oh.. God.. Alex thinks | forgot her, that | didn't care... oh. 
God.. | have to tell her! 

"Meg, | have to tell her the truth! | still love her!" 

She looked at me and sighed. "James... it's too late." 

"Too late or not, even if she's married.. She has to know! | have to see her! | have to tell her that I'm still in 
love with her, that | never stopped looking for her! | drunk myself numb for eleven years because | couldn't 
stop loving her! She needs to know that! Please Meg, tell me where she is. | need to talk to her!" 


"You.. you can't." Meg lowered her eyes, breathing out" James.. Alex died two years ago.. April twentieth." 


My heart stopped, hands dropped down, body going cold, and mind screaming in agonizing pain No! Not that.. l. 
no.. it can't be.. l. 


"It can't be true.. Tell me it's not true." A suffocating lump in my throat cut off all air, making me choke on 


my words. 

Meg's tear filled eyes gazed into mine as she shook her head. "I wish | could." 

"She's.. d--" Numb lips pushed out a weak whisper, stuck on the word | couldn't say. Tears clouded my vision, 
dropping down, and my chest squeezed painfully, almost as though something left it. My mind stuck in repeating 


monotone, she's gone.. she's gone.. she's gone.. Two years ago.. that dream.. she was saying goodbye to me.. 


The world lost its color, its meaning, as the black hole rose up, swallowing me without the slightest resistance, 


knowing that this time | wouldn't fight back.. this time, l'd welcomed it. 


The clock on the wall loudly counted in silent room. | don't know how much time had passed, it seemed like 
forever.. forever in the dark, in an empty world without her. It's over.. no more hope.. she's gone.. she's gone.. 
she's gone.. Meg's hand pulled me out of the deadly stupor, landing on my arm, and her voice pushed through 
the darkness. 


‘lm sorry James.. God.. l'm so sorry.. | should've found you on that damn tour nine years ago, | should've 
followed my anger and talked to you, but she pleaded for me not tol” 


"How... did she." | whispered through the tears. Mind hammering with unforgiven thoughts. She died, believing | 
forgot her. my lips repeated the thoughts out loud. "She died believing | stopped loving her." 


"No, James, she didn't blame you for anything.. she... loved you." Meg squeezed my hands in hers. 


"She loved you.. to the last day.. | was with her.. she was in the hospital.. with the flu. When she was.. when 
she was in Russia, they found out that she had a heart problem, she was born with it, and it wasn't that bad 
until.. they said that stress to the heart made it worse." Meg stood up and walked to the window, her voice 


shaking as she continued. 


"It never bothered her that much.. until she got the flu. The doctors said she would do fine but they didn't 
know what we knew, what time she's from.. that her body didn't have same immune system.. didn't grew up 
with all the modern bugs and vaccinations.. she just couldn't fight it. It was so fast.. just a few days.. they 
couldn't lower her fever, her heart was beating so fast, and then.. it just stopped. they tried, but they 


couldn't make it beat again." Meg returned back to me, wiping her tears. 


| blindly stared at the floor, letting my tears drop, heart barely beating somewhere in my head with the lost 


hope, bleeding with a forever lost love. 

"James. I'm sorry it all turned out this way, | wish it was different, | wish.. | wish it all could've been different 
for all of us. | wish you and Alex, and me and Kirk stood the time and all that the world threw at us.. but 
everything happens for a reason.. maybe you found that car for a reason, too." Her voice trailed away. 

| tried to breathe in, but my throat closed up and | sobbed out loud, lowering my head on her shoulder. 


| wish | didn't make that stupid drunk mistake.. | wish.. | would've never let her go." 


"What happened happened. no one can change that.. and back then.. no one could've held her, James, the pain 


blinded her, made her run.. from everything and everyone, including me.." 
"It was all my fault." 


"James. we were young and thought we were stronger than the world. Look at me and Kirk. we didn't survive 


it either. We were in love and thought that was enough to make it, thought our love would protect us, that 
nothing would ever tear us apart.. But.. | just couldn't trust him. not after what happened to you and Alex. | 
tried to build a wall, pretend | knew nothing about his little fun on the side while | was in Africa.. | tied to make 
myself believe he was fateful.. but.. I'm a realist... | tried, but | couldn't trust him. and | walked away. | was 
afraid that what happened to you and Alex would eventually happen to us.. | couldn't. It was always on my 
mind.. poisoning me. Every phone call | listened for any noise beside him, wondering if he was with someone.. 
right at that moment, while talking to me, if there was a woman in his bed." Meg cleared her voice and 


breathed in. 

"You could've stayed and work as a band photographer, you know." | made myself look up. 

| could've.. but then | would've hated myself and him for the sacrifices | made. It wasn't my calling, wasn't my 
path. He couldn't sacrifice his calling and l.. | chose my career, and lost my love. You know, the funny part is.. 
after that, my passion for travel and nature made me sick.. | hated it for taking Kirk away from me, | couldn't 
do it.. it was too much pain. | hated every sunset, every drop of rain, every leaf, every fucking tree.. | lost it 
all. It took me years of searching and years of anger at everyone to pull myself together..." 

Meg's eyes stopped at the window and she quickly glanced at the clock, turning pale. 

"James. l.. | have things to do.. | have to.. sorry to have to cut it short.. we need to talk more, but not now.. 
I'm not ready yet. | need time. you need time." She stood up and walked to the window, nervously turning to 
the door. The next moment it flew open, letting in a boy with long blond wavy hair. 


"Mom-Meg, l'm home!" He dropped his backpack on the chair, turning to us. 


"Jame--. why are you.. home so early?" Meg stuttered on her words, quickly walking to the boy, and blocking 


me from his view. 

"We had an early release, the stupid sub didn't show up, and Mike's mom gave me a ride.” 

"You should've called! You know how | hate when other people drive you." She wrapped her arms around his 
figure, turning him away from me and a weak smile touched my lips, watching him fight against her 


overbearing affection, pulling out of her arms. 


"Oh, come on, Mom-Meg, I'm not a baby! I'm ten, stop embarrassing mel" He finally got his freedom, looking at 


me with a self-conscious smile. 
"When did you become a mother?" 
‘Its a long story.. Jamie...This is.. my old friend James Hetfield" Meg's face flinched. 


"Hi! Nice to meet you, sir." Blond curls waved and curious sea colored eyes peered at me. "I'm James, too, but 
Y yes P 


she always calls me that baby name, Jamie." 


Ocean green-blue pulled away and returned to Meg, and | felt a small pin of something digging into my heart as 


my lips answered on autopilot. 

"My mom did that, too. Nice to meet you, James." The pin in my heart grew bigger, pushing, twisting. 

Suddenly the room exploded with a horrid scream, followed by a bark, and a black, howling fluffy ball darted 
across the living room, chased by a yellow lab. The cat leaped on the TV stand, tipping the tower of movies 
over. 

"Maxy, bad dog!" Meg tried to catch the black fury in her hands, but it released another howl, clawing its way 
out of her arms and to the top of the bookshelves, dropping everything on its way to safety. The dog stood 
up on its back legs, pushing Meg off her balance. | jumped up to help her, while the boy pulled the dog away 
by the collar. 

"Maxy, down girll" 

"Shit! Stupid cat!" Meg grabbed at the deep red bleeding marks on her arms as the cat hissed from the top of 
the shelves, backing up and knocking the vase over. On pure impulse | caught it midair in my hands and the boy 
rushed to Meg. 

"Oh my Gods, you're bleeding!" 

As his words hit the air, the pin in my heart ruptured, sending a lightning charge through my body. My heart 
jumped and | froze, staring at the boy, blood pumping loudly in my temples. ‘My Gods.. my Gods.. my Gods! Oh, 
my.. Gods... 

"What did you just.. " | breathed out through my suddenly dry throat. "What did you say?" 

"You're bleeding.” Ocean blue-green eyes turned to me, puzzled. 

"No.. before that.. you said.. my." | choked on my words. 

"Oh. that.. My Gods. My Mom used to say that, | know its weird, but | always liked it" Sea colored eyes turned 
sad and Alex's face floated up from the depths of my memory with another pair of the same colored eyes, 


and my heart stopped. The vase slid out of my hands, hitting the floor. 


"Your.. your Mom.. Alex.." | pushed through the expanding lump in my throat. He's Alex's son.. she gave him my 


name.. 
Meg quickly moved between us, turning to Jamie. 


"Jamie, go to your room and stay there till | clean in here. it's not safe.. broken glass everywhere.. | don't 


want you to get hurt. Go, go right now!" 
Blue-green eyes let me go, and my heart jumped to follow. 

"No, wait! 

"James don't!" Meg turned to me, throwing over her shoulder. "Go Jamie! Go right now" 
After the door behind the boy closed, Meg breathed in, biting her lip. "James." 


| backed into the wall, sliding down to the floor. She didn't want me to think she was coming back because she 
needed me.. she was.. she.. she... oh, my.. Gods... he has her eyes, her smile.. he's ten.. he looks like me at that 
age... he's.. he's.. A whisper flew off my lips. 


"He's. my son." 
Meg lowered her head with a silent nod. 


"That day when. when she walked in on you and that slut.. she was nauseous for a few days.. she.. she took a 
test before the party.. She dropped everything and drove home, she came back a day early because she 
couldn't wait to tell you.." 


The pain twisted my heart, chest heaving, suffocating with remorse. | covered my face with my hands, 


releasing the moan of a wounded animal. 


(Meg's POV) 


| watch James' agony with my heart tearing in half. Part of it was bleeding for him, wanting to reunite the 

family, wanting to give him back part of Alex, another half was reminding me of the countless talks with Alex 
on that matter. She was struggling with the decision for years, she wanted to tell him, but she didn't want to 
hurt anyone, especially Jamie. With the scrambled feelings | reached for my old friend's shoulder, and his tear 


filled eyes peered into mine. 
"Meg... he." His weak whisper brought a wave of sorrow and my heart skipped. 


"He doesn't know.. all he knows is what Alex told him. She told him that his father is the greatest man in this 
world, and that you loved each other very much, but life pushed you two apart before he was born.. before 


you knew about him.. nothing more. She never told him your name." 


"Because she thought | forgot her.. that I." Blue sadness spilled from his eyes, overwhelming me, and | sighed, 


interrupting him. 


"Wrong, you are wrong, that wasn't the reason. At first he was just too little to understand, then it became 
complicated, since you got married. She was protecting both of you. Him from the cruel kids at school, can you 
imagine him telling everyone who his father is? All the hurtful comments about his mother screwing 
Metallica's frontman, that she was a groupie.. you know how cruel kids can be. And she protected you, you and 
your family.. she was afraid he would try to contact you, and that would lead to problems with you and your 


wife. She was going to tell him everything later, when he was grown up enough to understand.” 

"| want him to know." James' voice came out strong and full of determination. 

| sighed and sat back, hitting the wall with the back of my head. | knew that would be his plea. | knew he would 
ask for that, and | also knew | wasn't ready to do that. | wasn't going to tell him about his son today, | needed 
more time to figure out the way to do it right.. for Jamie.. 

‘| want you to think, think hard and long before you make this decision There are other people involved, it's not 
so simple, you do have another family. If you have no time to spend with him, if you only want to tell him and 


not really be a part of his life, let it be.. He's not a toy." 


James closed his eyes, releasing another strain of tears on his cheeks. He breathed in and out, before his pain- 


filled eyes returned to mine. 
"| want him to know.." 


"James.. | can't just call him right now and tell him! | need time.. we all need time." | pleaded again, hoping he 


would understand. 


James gripped my arm. "I lost too much time already. | wasted eleven years, drowned in booze. | want him to 


know the truth. 


"Not today. Today you're driven by emotions, you are heart broken and can't think straight. You need to go 
home and think it through, talk to your wife, and--" 


James shook his head, interrupting me. “I'm not leaving until he knows who | am." 

Stubborn as he always was! | turned to him, fueled by the need to protect Jamie. 

"And then what? What if he asks you if he can live with you? Will your wife be fine if you bring home a child 
from another woman? And what about me? | can't, | wont just give him up like that! | love him as my ownl 
James, we can't make a decision like that on the spot! Too many people are involved! We have to do it right! 


We have to think of what's best for him, and have all the answers before we tell him!" 


"Meg.. he is my son, he is part of Alex. he is all | have left." 


"And that is why it's so important to do this the right way." 


| had to be a bitch, | had to make James leave, | knew he didn't want to, but | insisted. | had to be an adult, and 
think of Jamie first. | knew how fragile he was, how hard it was for him to lose his mother. It took me almost 
a year to get him to smile again.. | couldn't drop this kind of bomb on him without thinking it through. Thinking 
about what was best for him. Maybe it was also part of me being selfish.. | took the place of his mother, for 
the last two years he was my son. Before he came into my life | was lost, | didn't know what to do with 
myself, | was sick of my work, of my life. | was sick of not being able to trust anyone.. not after what 
happened to the four of us. | had my own photo business, | had my own famous clients, but my heart wasn't 
in it anymore. | lost everything when | pushed Kirk away.. | lost the meaning of my life, | lost my heart.. Jamie 
became the power that jump started my life, a reason to live, a reason for everything | did. 


| swept the glass off the floor, and on my way back to the living room my eyes stopped on Alex's picture on 
the wall. 


"Please tell me how to do it right. Alex, please help me.. help all of us." 


| sighed and made my way to my bedroom, my foot stepping on something on the floor, and the TV came alive 
with Tom's voice. 


"Here they are! Meghan White the beautiful bride, oh look, she's giving us the finger! Isn't she just lovely! And 
here is the happy groom, Kirk Hammett, and another finger! See, they're just made for each other!" 


That's right. | pulled this old tape out of the box to watch it while Jamie was at school, then James came and 
| paused it. | picked up the remote and climbed up on the bed, resting my back against the headboard. My eyes 
peered at the screen, hand resting the remote on the nearby pillow. The twenty-two year old me looked back 


from the screen. 
"Tom, what the fuck are you doing?" 
‘lm making a pre-wedding video! You'll thank me for it many years later." 


| felt a tears dropping from my eyes, and | wiped my face with my hands. Many years later, and | thank you 
Tom.. thank you for this memory. Young me on the screen frowned, stepping closer. 


"Leave us the fuck alone, go bug someone else!" That's right. | was not in the mood for a video, | was freaking 
out about my family. Kirk was so sweet and so concerned.. Another tear dropped down, slithering down my 
face. | pulled the pillow into my hands, letting the remote slid off of it and land on the edge of the mattress. | 


reached to move it closer, but Kirk's voice made my eyes fly back to the screen 


"Come on man, not now." The camera moved, focusing on him. His big brown eye, so sad and a bit lost. My 


heart skipped, another tear making its way down as my lips whispered in the empty bedroom. 
"Kirk... | wish I'd never lost you.” 


"Tom, fuck of fl" The young me moved forward, hand nearing the camera, covering the lens, and turning it to 


the side. 

Tom's voice screamed something about finger prints and part of a tee shirt swopped over the screen, wiping 
the lens before the view became clear once again, focusing on the door frame and moving through our old 
living room. Tom's face came from the side and he smiled. 

"And at the nicest request of the lovely couple we're moving along!" 

The camera floated quickly, moving along the room, and focused on my mother's face. Tom's voice continued 


"And here is Lorraine Gary, the mother of the happy bride! Miss Gary, say hi to the camera!" 


"Hi, Tom!" Mom waved with a smile and turned her attention back to one of the wedding planner‘s assistant. 


"Well, should we take all this there now, or just wait till tomorrow morning? | mean, will we have time?" 
Tom's voice commented, "They are too busy with the planning, so | guess we're moving along." 


"Mom Meg!" The door of my bedroom flew open, letting Jamie in, and | jumped. "You know that man is still on 


our porch, your friend, mister Hetfield." 
"What do you mean?" He's still here. shit! | quickly wiped the tears off my face and he continued. 


"He's just sitting there with his face in his hands, like he's .. Are you crying too?" Jamie looked at me with 


concern Before | could answer, Tom's voice from the TV happily announced 
"And here we have Alex Troy, the Maid of Honor!" 

Jamie quickly turned to the TV. 

"Is that Mom?!" A smile lit his face. 


The camera focused on Alex face, she waved, smiling and looked to her side. The camera moved to follow, and 


James' wide smile took over the screen 


Oh shit! No! | blindly reached for the remote, accidentally pushing it with my hand, and it slid backwards, falling 
on the floor behind the bed. Oh, shit!!lFuckllINo, no, no! 


Tom's voice continued. "And the Best Man, James Hetfield!" 


| turned, looking at the screen with my heart beating frantically in my chest. Shit, shit!!! My eyes flew to 
Jamie. His eyes widened, staring at the screen. Oh, dear God.. 


"Is that that man, your friend, when he was young? He had long hair! Cool!" Jamie looked at me, quickly turning 


back to the TV. 

James’ voice cackled from the screen. "Well, | don't know about the best man part.." 

Oh, dear God no! | know what's coming}!!! FUCKIII | pushed my hand into the tight opening between the bed and 
the wall, scraping my skin off on the wood, in a desperate attempt to stop the inevitable. My hand gripped the 
small plastic box, pulling it back up, and | quickly turned, pointing it at the TV and pushing the button, but 
nothing happened. Shit!!! 


The camera pulled back, focusing on the two of them and Alex wrapped her arms around James, leaning her 
head on his chest with a happy smile. 


"You are the greatest man in this world to me!" 

"That's ‘coz you love me." James' hands pulled Alex into the hug, his lips landed on her head. 

Tom's voice giggled from behind the camera. "Aaawww..You guys are next to get married!" 

| quickly turned the remote and pressed the button again, and the screen froze. With a heart beating 
somewhere in my throat, | looked at Jamie. He was looking at the still picture of the hugging James and Alex 
on the screen with wide eyes. Oh.. God.. | swallowed, desperately trying to find the right words. 

"Jamie..." 

"He and.. my Mom.. they were together?" He looked at me, then back at the screen and stepped back. 


"Jamie." 


"Mom Meg.. is he..?" Jamie's lips shook, voice came out as a whisper. Sea colored, Alex's eyes looked at me 


with a plea. | took a deep breath and breathed out. 


"He loved your Mom very much.. and.. he was looking for her all this time. He just found out today that she 


passed away.. and about you..” 
"He.. he's my father." Jamie couldn't take his eyes off the screen 


"He didn't know about you.. all this time he didn't know. he.. found out today.. he wanted to tell you, but | 


couldn't let him..." | choked on my own words, watching Jamie step back to the door. | stretched my arm to 


him, stepping off the bed, but he backed out of the bedroom, turning and running downstairs. | followed 


screaming. 
"Jamie!" 


He didn't stop, didn't even turn my way, just hurried to the front door and pulled it wide open, freezing at the 
entrance. James quickly turned, standing up, his reddened eyes stopped on his son. Lips shook, breathing out a 
sigh. 


"James..." 
"Mister." Jamie swallowed, taking step forward. "Dad..?" 
"Son" James gasped, dropping on his knees in front of his boy, and Jamie stepped into his open arms. 


| slid down on the last stair, feeling the tears dropping out of my eyes at the sight of the reunited family. 
James' arms holding his treasure tight, one hand rising up and driving through his boy's hair, pressing him 
closer, lips pressed to top of his head. 


A light breeze moved through the wide open door, swiping an open letter from the coffee table and it few 
through the air, landing by my feet. | slowly picked it up, reading the red stamp on the top. Final notice. 
Everything happens for a reason.. everything is set in motion and there is nothing any of us can do to change 


what is meant to be.. 


| found this damn letter with the last warning for the missed payment for the storage too late, because it 
was meant to fall down and get stuck between the wall and the back of the desk. It was four months overdue, 
and | couldn't do anything to stop the auction | couldn't go myself, because | had an important photoshoot and | 
had to send my assistant to bid. He wasn't aggressive enough because he couldn't authorize money spent 
without me, and my phone lost the connection in the middle of bidding, causing him to lose. James found the 


car, found me.. found his son.. | looked back at the doorway, dropping the letter on the floor. 


The sun peeked out from behind the clouds and a light ray hit the glass on the door, and it moved with the 
wind, slowly opening wider. A rainbow arabesque reflected of the glass, moving on the wall, and | followed it 
with my eyes all the way to Alex's picture above the fireplace. The ray moved on, but my eyes stayed on the 


smiling face of my friend. 


"You found out the truth, didn't you? When you died.. You.. you wanted to set it all right. All that happened.. it 


was you.. somehow you made it all happen.. you wanted them to find each other." 
My heart warmed up and | smiled looking back at Alex's boys, still in each other's arms. 


‘Guys. why don't you both get back inside, and we'll pull out some old videos and pictures. Jamie never saw 


those from the eighties.. and you James, you would love to see the ones from the last eleven years." 


XXXXXVI. 


XXXXXVI. 
(Alex's POV) 


My fingers loosened their grip on the reins of my horse, hand lovingly moving along the neck of my old friend. 
| scanned the horizon, painted in blues and pinks of sunrise, and breathed in fresh air, straightening up in the 


saddle. 
"Today is the day..." 


Morning Star nodded his head, releasing a short neigh and danced under me, flicking his ears. | lightly hit his 
sides, and he moved forward, speeding up into a full gallop. | smiled, enjoying the ride, feeling the wind blowing in 
my hair, letting it fly like a cape behind me. Morning Star's hooves barely touched the soft, green carpet of 
grass under us as he carried me through the open plains. My heart sang with the wind in my ears, today is 


the day! 


As we neared the point of our destination, a lonely, pink blossoms covered cherry tree, | pulled on the reins. 
The black beauty slowed down to a walk, before stopping completely and shook his head with a loud snort. The 
slightly sweet smell of smoke reached my nose, bringing a smile to my face. And | thought | would be the first 
one here.. My smile grew wider as | watched long, jeans clad legs move, crossing, and a cloud of smoke rise up 


between pink flower covered branches. 

"You know, you're the only person here who still smokes pot?” 

The tall figure pushed away from the trunk, standing up. 

"Doesn't get me high though, not here.. but | can't drop my habits." Brown eyes smiled back at me, lips 
releasing another cloud of smoke. "You can't seem to get over your habits either. You're the only Princess 


here who ditched the castle for a small hunting cabin, who always wears jeans and rides a horse." 


"| was never a pampered Princess to begin with, plus I'm just more comfortable this way." | smiled back, 


dismounting Morning Star. 
"Comfort is not something you have a lack of here.. you know? Heaven and all." Brown eyes smiled again. 
"I know.. but | would give it all up in a heart beat to be able to hug my boys.. tell them how much | love 


them.. how much | miss them.. | can't even see them any time | want to.. only a little gimps in the past two 


years..." 


"That's because we have to pull away, let them live, and not interfere. We were allowed to set it right, with 
the letter and the video.. Everything is how its supposed to be now.. We all had roles in each other's lives in 
that world.. me and you, we're done playing ours.. They still have a lot to do.. but we'll meet again.. some day." 


Brown eyes looked at me with sadness and | breathed in, turning away to hide a tear that escaped my eye. 


| quickly wiped my cheek and pulled the reins off Morning Star, giving him a slight slap on the rear, sending him 
free, then turned back to Cliff. 


"But today is the day." 
Cliff blew smoke out of the corner of his mouth and smiled at me. "Yep, today is the day. Ready?" 


"Ready." | breathed in, feeling my heart skipping in my chest. | reached for Cliffs hand, the hand of a friend, 


who was there for me from day one. 


| was lost, right after | died My heart couldn't let go, | couldn't leave Jamie, | couldn't believe how unfair and 
cold the Gods could be, making me leave him all alone in that world. But | was powerless to change anything. All 
| could do was cry and scream at the top of my lungs that it wasn't right. Cliff was the one who | saw first, 
he was sad, he was trying to tell me that this was how it was supposed to happen, but | was too devastated 
to listen. He had to pull me away, almost by force, telling me something about the time of passage, that | 
couldn't miss it and | had one more stop to make. He pulled me with him through something bright and warm 
and then.. then | heard James’ voice calling my name. Suddenly | was in the cabin. | saw James falling apart, | 
felt his pain and then | knew, | knew it all. 


Clif came back for me, and held me close all the way through the thick white fog, he didn't leave my side for 
the first few days in Heaven. | was a mess, | was miserable, heartbroken, | was in pain. | screamed that | 
wanted to go back, that everything went wrong. He helped me through all of it, telling me that he felt the 
same when he got here.. then he helped me to set things right, and helped me learn to let go.. My dear friend.. 


| owe you so much.. 

Cliff turned to me as if he read my thoughts, and squeezed my hand in his, giving me an encouraging smile. 
"Let's go." 

His voice bounced, bringing wind with it, and the strong breeze swept through the branches, shaking the petals 
off. They burst in the air, snowed down from the tree, covering everything around. The wind picked up, swirling 
the pink blizzard around us, and the tree slowly melted away along with the ground as we rose up with the 


glowing cloud. 


He moved his hand, turning petals bright white, and they slowly started fading away, opening a clear window 
into a different world in front of us. And | gasped, recognizing Old Betsy's engine. 


A small pair of hands, covered in grease, hovered over it, and reached to the spark plug, pulling on it. 


"It's stuck!" Jamie's voice made me breathe in and grip Cliffs hand harder, and he silently squeezed my hand in 
return. | bit my lip, watching small hands fight with the stubborn part. 


"Let me see." Bigger hands flew from the side, replacing the smaller ones and my heart jumped, starting to 


beat faster. 
"My boys..." | whispered, fighting tears of happiness. 
"You don't have to whisper, you know, they can't hear you." 


| turned to Cliffs voice and saw that the pink petals were gone, and we were standing in a big garage. | looked 
back at the car and saw James pulling the plug off and turning to his son. 


"You know, your Mom had a trouble with that one too." Blue eyes smiled to sea green ones. 
"And you helped her, too?" Jamie picked up a new plug from the working bench, spraying it generously. 
"| did" Blue eyes watched small hands push the new plug into place. 


"Done! So now what? | changed the spark plugs, checked the starter and fluids, changed the battery.. anything | 


missed?" 


"Let me see.." Both lowered their blond heads over the engine, James pulled on a few connections, making sure 


they were secure before straightening up with a smile of a proud father. "Looks good, you did great, kiddo!" 


| couldn't help it and stepped closer, looking at both of them. James put his hand on top of the hood, ready to 
close it, and | couldn't helped and picked under it. He's right, looks great! 


"My twelve year old baby fixed Old Betsy!" A proud Mom's grin lit my face. 
"He did okay. James did good too | see" Cliff smiled 

"They both did awesome!" | felt my voice shake, betraying me. 

"Alex." Cliff's hand landed on my shoulder. 


‘lm okay.. | just.. | missed them both so much." | choked on the lump in my throat, and hand on my shoulder 
moved, lightly squeezing it. 


"So.. what now?" Jamie turned to his father, wiping his forehead with his hand and leaving black smudge marks 


on his skin. Blue eyes smiled, warming up. 


"Now we'll try to start this beauty." 
They got into the car and James turned to Jamie, holding his hand on the key. "Ready?" 
"Ready." Jamie bit his lip, holding his breath. 


At the turn of a key, a powerful growl flooded the garage, bringing mirror image smiles onto my boys’ faces, 
and | sighed. 


"Gods. they so look a like..” 

"She sounds awesome!" Jamie jumped on the passenger seat. 

"She sure does!" James' hands lovingly slid along the steering wheel. 

"Can we take her for a ride? Can | drive?" Jamie's face was glowing with excitement. 


| tensed up, looking at James’ smiling face with childish expression. He slid his hands on the steering wheel again 


and breathed in and out. 
"IFs your car.. and you're the one who did most work fixing it." 
"Now James, remember he's only twelve." | stepped closer. 


James turned to his son and continued. "But.. what do you say we wait a few years before you drive. How 


about we do it on your sixteenth birthday?" 
| relaxed and Cliff giggled. "Wow.. never thought I'd see the sight of responsible adult James." 
"But its four years! Its so long." Jamie whined and James' hand ruffled his son's hair. 


"Hey, she's not going anywhere, she'll be here waiting for you, meanwhile we can do more work on the paint 
and tires, refresh our little old lady a bit." James smiled. 


"Okay." Jamie sighed. "Can you drive her then, just around the block, before Mom Meg get's here?" 


"Oh, shit! | forgot, what time is it?" James quickly glanced at his watch. "They'll be here any minute and you 


look like a grease monkey!" 
"Oh my Gods! I'll see Meg again! We got here at the perfect time!" | turned to Cliff with excitement. 


"Yep" Cliff's lips moved with a wicked smile and | was about to ask him if he was hiding something from me, 


but the door from the house to the garage opened, letting in a blond woman. 

"You are impossible with this car! James you're supposed to be an adult here!" 

James turned the engine off with a guilty smile and Jamie hurried to the rescue. 

"Aunt Fran, it was my fault, | wanted to finish it before Hawaii.” 

Fran.. so thats James’ wife.. | looked closer at the woman, reading love in her eyes, which were set on James. 
A little pin of jealousy lightly hit my heart and | breathed in and out, chasing it away. She loves him.. truly 
loves him, | can feel it.. Her lips smiled and parted as she was ready to answer my son, but the sound of an 
engine from outside made everyone turn. 

A black Porsche pulled closer and stopped somewhere out of my view. Meg in a Porsche? Weird.. she was 
always more of a useful non-muscle car girl. | would imagine her more in a Land Rover or Jeep, | guess my 


friend has changed her likes.. 


With my heart beating a happy tune, waiting to see my best friend, | heard the car doors close. | couldn't hold 
a sigh when Meg's figure appeared in the doorway. 


"Meg!" 

"Mom Meg! It runs! We fixed it!" Jamie jumped out of the car to greet her. 

"Hi baby! That's awesome, but you look like... well, you look just like your mother when she used to mess with 
that rust bucket." Meg giggled, embracing Jamie. | smiled at my friend's comment and turned to see James’ 


reaction when | heard another voice that made my heart jump. 


"Rust bucket? | can't believe you just insulted this beauty!" A familiar face framed by long black curls peeked 
from behind Meg and | gasped. 


Kirk! Oh my Gods! Meg and Kirk?" | turned to Cliff and he smiled matter-of-factly. 
"Meant to be together." 
| turned back to my friends and saw Kirk embracing Meg from behind, kissing her cheek. 


"This car has to be taken care of and treasured forever. | owe that car my happiness.” Kirk's arm pulled Meg 


closer and she smiled. 
"You mean our happiness.” Meg murmured, turning in his arms. 


"Our happiness." He lowered his head and touched his forehead with her's. 


They gazed in each other's eyes with undeniable love and couldn't help but sigh. Everything is how it's 
supposed to be.. how it was meant to be.. | watched my friends’ glowing faces, noticing that Meg somehow felt 
different. not just absolutely happy, but there was something about her.. there was something.. 


Fran's voice pulled my attention away. 


"Hey guys! Come on Jamie, you need to wash up a bit, | can't let you go looking like this." She smiled, opening 
the door and Jamie ran to her. 


Fran's hand slid on my son's dirty face, wiping off the smudges, and another pin of jealousy dug into my heart. 
| tried hard to shake the feeling off, but it refused to let go, digging deeper. | lowered my eyes and bit into my 


lip, holding my emotions in place. 
"I know how you feel, and | know it's hard.. but she is a good woman." Cliffs hand touched my shoulder. 


"| know, | can feel it.. and | have nothing against her, she loves James, she didn't steal him away from me, but.. 
with Jamie.. | can't help it.. l.. | don't want him to forget me.. don't want to be replaced.. | know it's selfish.. and 
| was the one who left him." | breathed in, holding my tears back. "I left both of my boys." 


Cliff pulled on my shoulder, turning me, and looked into my eyes. "Come on, you need to see something." 


The garage quickly melted away and now we were standing in Jamie's room. My son ran in, followed by Fran. He 
braced himself on the chair, stepping on his shoe and kicking it off and she pulled out a fresh tee shirt and 
jeans out of the closet, handing them to him. 


‘Jamie. |.. | wanted to ask you something before you go, so | can get everything ready when you come back" 
She bit her lip and nervously played with her pendant, her other hand moved and stopped half way to the 
table, then returned to her side, gliding on the jeans, then rose back up, almost as if she didn't know what to 
do with it. 


Jamie stepped on his other shoe, kicking it off in the opposite direction from its mate and turned to her. "What 
about?" 


Fran let go of her pendant and clasped her hands together, thumb nervously rubbing the back of one hand. She 


breathed in and swallowed. 


"Remember when you said you wanted to be like your Mom and know all the languages she knew.. | was 
thinking.. | mean.. | know you learned French with Mom Meg.. and |... | would love to help... if you're okay with it.. 
|. | got you those..” 


She rushed to the big bag on the table, pulling out books and tapes. "l.. | wasn't sure what language you'd want 


to start with next.. your Mom knew so many.. if you write them all down, | can look for more.. but.. | 


remember you mentioned German, Russian, Polish and Spanish.. | don't know if it's the right ones.. | can return 


them if they're not.” 
"Cool! Thanks, aunt Fran!" Jamie searched through the books with a smile on his face. "Those are awesome!" 
‘| just.. if you Tell me what language you want to start with next... | can find a tutor.. and." 


"We can start with Spanish. | heard you talking with your parents, you can teach me." Jamie looked up from 
the books with a smile, and | saw Fran's face light up. 


"That would be so.. that would be wonderfull Thank you.. l.. Oh.. I'm holding you with talking, they're waiting for 
you, go, go wash up!" 

Jamie grabbed the clean clothes and ran out of the room, and Fran breathed out, her eyes scanning the room 
before she straightened up the books on the table, then moved to the shelf with a photo-album and videos 
and my eyes followed her hand, reading the names on the tapes. "1988 England. Meg's home video," "Rothenburg. 
Germany 1988. Horseplay in cafe," "Meg and Alex in Europe 1986," "Japan 1988. Hotel's party." Many of those 
were taped by the crew on the Damaged Justice tour.. old memories... all those have plenty of me and James 
in them.. and she has those in her house.. so Jamie can watch any time he wants too.. so he would remember 


me... 


| looked closer into Fran's face. Her hands straightened Jamie's pillow, eyes gliding over the room and stopping 
on my picture on the night stand. She wiped invisible lint off the frame, straightening it up. 


| swallowed the lump in my throat and breathed in 

"Your boys are in good hands" Cliff pulled on my hand and | turned to him, not ashamed of my tears 

"| know... now | know." 

He griped my shoulders and the room spun, melting, and in the blink of the eye we were back in the garage. 


"So, love birds, have you picked a date yet?" James closed the drawer with the tools and turned to Meg and 
Kirk with a smile. 


"We did, but something, or should | say someone interrupted our plans, so.. we have to move the date and 


reorganize it all.. before." Kirk winked at Meg and she giggled when his hand slid on her stomach. 
"Before | blow up out of proportion and won't fit into my wedding dress." Meg finished for him with a grin 
"Blow up?" James' eyes widened. 


"In this particular area" Kirk smiled and lightly rubbed Meg's stomach. 


Oh my Gods! That's what was different about Meg! 


‘Oh shit! Meg! Fuck.. you guys! Congrats!" James stepped to the happy couple, pushing their heads together and 
all three of them laughed. James glanced at Meg's stomach. 


‘So... is it a boy or a girl?" 

"We want to be surprised" Meg smiled. 

"They will be." Cliff winked at me, smiling. | looked closer at Meg and closed my eyes, feeling warmth wash 
over me. | felt Meg's heart beating strong and a bit lower | felt another little heart beat.. and another. My 


eyes flew open, and lips released a gasp. 


"Oh my Gods.. | can feel it.. twins!” | quickly covered my lips with my hand, afraid that my friends would 


overhear me, spoiling their surprise. 
Meanwhile Kirk kissed Meg's neck and smiled. "But we already have names picked” 


Meg giggled, clearly melting in love. "Well, wasn't really much picking.. we both said the same names. Cliff for a 


boy and Alex for a girl." 


"The best names ever." | heard a little shaking in James's voice, his eyes turning sad, and something painful 
rose up inside of him. | stepped closer, feeling something dark in his heart. James... | can feel it.. it's so painful 
and so overbearing.. | tried to concentrate, but the door from the house to the garage opened, letting Jamie in 
with a backpack and Fran followed him with a small suitcase. | quickly stepped back, letting them through. 


"Always the same thing with the living, they can never fucking see you and walk right through." Cliff cackled, 
and stepped back too. 


We watch them load it all into Kirk's car. Goodbyes, wishing for good times, hugs, kisses, plans to call each 
other often.. The car started to pull out of driveway and | felt myself torn between Jamie and James. Cliff 


came to the rescue once again. 


"Jamie will be okay with them, just a two week vacation in Hawaii. He lives here, and when the band goes on 


tour he lives with Meg. She wouldn't have it any other way, she loves him too much." 
Oh. no.. he's telling me how things are.. that mears.. 
"Please don't tell me its time to go.. not yet!" | begged, almost afraid to hear a negative answer. 


| don't want to go back yet, | need more time here! All the other visits were so short and so abrupt.. and | 


know that was because | wasn't ready to let go, because | was so torn, | couldn't let go, | wanted to stay near 


my boys, even if they couldn't see or hear me. And every time we went back to Heaven, it took me forever to 


calm down, to accept that I'm not a part of this world anymore.. 


Cliff was silent and | looked around, trying to take as much as | can with me, take it all in | saw James and 
Fran with a little boy and a little blonde girl by their side, | watched them wave to the car. Fran gave James a 
small kiss on the cheek, then got hold of the kids' hands and pulled them into the house. James turned and 
watched Kirk's car until it vanished behind the turn, then slowly made his way back to the garage. As he 
walked by me | felt a strong, almost overpowering feeling of regret washing over me. He looked at Old Betsy, 
then walked around it and got into the driver's seat. His eyes skimmed the dashboard, then moved to the plate 
by the gear shift, he sighed, lowering his head on top of the steering wheel. My heart sank and Cliff's voice 
whispered by my ear. 


"You have one last thing to do.. Just close your eyes and feel it." His hand lightly pushed me toward the car. | 


walked around and slid into the passenger seat near my love. 


| saw his lips move, reading my name on them, and signed, feeling tears dropping out of my eyes. His fingers 
gripped the steering wheel tightly, turning white. Then he pushed back, blue eyes full of pain staring at the 
dashboard. | could feel the pain in his heart, | could see the black hole of regret rising from his soul and 


breathed out. 


"Oh... Gods.. he still think | never forgave him.. that | died believing he didn't love me.. Cliff.. that's not right, he 
needs to know, he needs to know it's not true!" | looked at my friend with desperation, not knowing how to fix 


it, how to heal his broken, bleeding heart. 


"Tell him. I'll come back for you, this is between you and him." Cliff stepped back and | saw pink petals taking 


over his figure. 


"No, don't go! You can't leave me like this, | need your help! | don't know how! Tell me how! You helped me with 


the letter and the video, | can't do it without you, Cliff!" | screamed to the melting image. 


"| didn't move the door, | didn't make the wind blow the letter to Meg's feet, that was you. Feel it.. just feel it.. 


and you will know how." Cliff's voice faded away with vanishing swirls. 
| turned back to James and gazed into his eyes. 


"I love you, | forgave you a long time ago, and | know that you never got my note! | know you still love me, | 
saw you in the cabin that night, | was there.. James.." Tears dropped down out of my eyes, heart painfully 


squeezed. 


"Gods.. you can't hear me can you?.. | don't know how to." My eyes desperately searched around. James raised 
his hand, sliding over the dashboard, and | unconsciously put my hand on top of his. The radio clicked as my 
hand touched dashboard, as if Old Betsy was trying to help me. | placed both of my hands on the car. 


"Come on girl.. help me, help me let him know.." 


Warmth flickered somewhere deep inside of me, getting stronger and rising up to my palms. My heart pounded, 
igniting warmth to the heat, and | closed my eyes, concentrating on the car. Tingling in my hands made me 
open my eyes, and | saw my fingers glowing. | felt something pulsating, moving behind the dashboard's plastic, 
and concentrated harder. Something clicked under my fingers with a push and the glove compartment opened, 


letting a red-feathered dart fall onto the floor by my feet. 


James looked down and his face flinched, hand shaking as he reached for the dart. His fingers touched the 
feather and he abruptly breathed in, quickly turning to look around, voice coming out in a shaky whisper. 


"Alex?" His fingers tightened around the dart and eyes scanned the garage again before returning to the 


passenger seat. "Alex." 


"Yes, baby it's mel I'm here, by your side. Gods. | missed you so much." My heart jumped, sending another 

wave of glowing power to my fingers and the radio crackled, pulling James’ attention A smile lit my face and 
fingers dug in, reaching through the plastic of the radio. It crackled again, blinking with light and coming alive 
with the voice of Whitney Houston. 


"If | should stay, | would only be in your way. So I'll go, but | want you to know, I'll think of you every step of 


the way. And | will always love you. | will always love you... 


James stared at the radio, his hand reaching up and freezing midair while the other hand gripped the dart 
tighter. | felt his heart race in his chest, and moved my fingers, knowing now exactly what | needed to do. The 


channels skipped under my fingers and oh-so-dear to me music flooded the car. 

"So close, no matter how far. Couldn't be much more from the heart. Forever trust in who we are." 

James breathed in and whispered in unison with his own voice from the radio. ".and nothing else matter." 

His heart jumped and | felt the darkness of deep remorse, rising in him like a tidal wave. My hand flew to his 
chest trying to help, to protect, to heal, and as soon as | touched him, he breathed in, pressing his hand on top 
of mine. His eyes closed shut, pushing out a tear. 

"Alex.. please forgive me.. l.. | never stopped.. loving you." 

| felt his heart bleeding with regret and sorrow. Gods.. help me take his pain away.. please help me.. 

"James... | love you, I'll always love you! | forgave you a long time ago and you have to forgive yourself. Our 
love is forever baby, but you have love that's here and how, you have to open your heart and let it in. | want 
you to be happy, to feel how great it is to be alive! | want you to be loved and love, be happy with your 


family and | will be here, I'll always be here waiting for you. We'll meet again, many many years from now we'll 


be together once more and no one will ever separate us. | know now why we met, | know why the Gods 


brought me into your life through times and worlds. Only your soulmate could've awakened your heart for 
love, save you from the coldness of anger at this world, to prevent you from becoming a bitter man. But this 
lifetime was not ours to keep and | can't see you like this, mourning your loss, you need to let go, you need to 


livel I'm taking this darkness out of your heart, so you can feel the love that's around you." 

| felt the light from my hand pushing deeper into his chest, breaking the blackness into pieces, extinguishing 
pain, healing bleeding wounds. His hand pressed tighter to mine, eyes opening, and | gazed into loving blues. His 
lips moved with my name and | felt him breathe in and out with release. 


"|| always love you... 


"| know.. I'll always love you too." | lowered my head to his chest and closed my eyes, listening to his heart skip 


and come back with stronger beats. 

His hand moved on top of mine in a loving tender touch, warmth from his body spreading a soothing veil of 
serenity and redemption. Time slowed down, melting in the face of our eternal love. His chest rose up free of 
darkness, free of chains of anguish and regret. His body relaxed and a loving whisper flew from his lips. 
"Thank you.. thank you for everything. For loving me, for Jamie, for forgiveness. I'll always love you, Alex. lll 
love you forever and nothing else matters. We'll meet again to be together for all eternity.. | know it now... 
thank you my love." 

A light breeze touched my skin and | lifted my head. 


"Time to go.." Cliff was standing by the door, with his back to the wall, rolling a lit joint between his fingers. | 
nodded to him and turned back to James. 


"Go James.. go to your family, go live, love and be loved." 

As if he heard my words, he let go of my hand, breathed in, and opened the car door, getting out. He carefully 
closed the door and slid his hand on top of it with a smile playing on his lips, then walked to the side door. Cliff 
watched his friend moving toward him, then winked at me, and blew a cloud of smoke on his pals’ path. James 


walked right into the cloud and stopped, breathing in. 


"Cliff?" He turned his head, as if he could see his friend standing just a few feet away from him. A smile 
touched his lips. "Thanks for watching over Alex." 


"No problem, old friend” Cliff smiled, stepping away from the door as James' hand landed on the handle, turning 
it. He paused, then turned back with a childish smile on his lips. 


"And Cliff.. you better keep your hands off my girl, or I'll have to come up there and rip them off." 


Cliff looked at me, grinning ear to ear and cackled. "Well, | see you fixed him. | hear the same old James | knew.’ 


THE END. 


